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Unsung  Heroes 


After  every  war  we  hear  of  unsung 
heroes,  but  we  don't  need  a  war  to  pro- 
duce such  heroes.  We  have  them  around 
us  all  the  time. 

This  fact  was  brought  to  my  atten- 
tion at  the  time  when  we  were  all 
(sophomores  excluded)  writing  our 
Chamber  of  Commerce  essays.  I  won- 
der how  many  of  us  could  have  written 
a  complete  essay  without  the  help  of 
the  librarians  who  so  willingly  got  out 
old  magazines  for  us.  What  did  they 
receive  for  their  trouble?  Probably  a 
very  casual  "Thanks."  Yet  their  will- 
ingness made  the  difference  between  a 
good  mark  and  a  poor  one. 

Unsung  heroes,  when  you  stop  to 
think    of    it,    are    not    uncommon    right 


here  in  our  school.  Take  the  janitors 
for  example.  Think  of  the  hours  they 
spend  and  the  steps  they  take  to  make 
the  building  more  comfortable  for  us 
to  be  in.  Then  there  are  those  in  the 
office  who  keep  the  school  running 
smoothly  on  schedule. 

Are  we  very  expressive  of  our 
thanks?  We  all  realize  how  much  is 
done  for  us  and  a  sincere  word  of 
thanks  would  make  that  appreciation 
evident.  An  acknowledgment  of  what 
people  do  will  make  them  more  willing 
the  next  time.  Keep  these  unsung 
heroes  in  mind  and  thank  them  once 
in  a  while. 

The   Editor 


Signs  of  Spring 


A  song. 

The   robin    gay 

Announces  Spring  is  on  its  way. 


Yellow, 

Over  all  the  hills 

Blooms    a    multitude    of    daffodills. 


Green, 
And  at  last 

Up    through    the    brown    earth,    comes 
the  grass. 


Everything 

Foretells  the  coming  of  Spring. 

Janet  Hayes,   '34 


THE  ARGUENOT 


The  Decoy 


"Now  go  to  it,  Jerry!  Remember, 
run  the  first  half  mile  with  everything 
you've  got."  Coach  Connor's  voice  was 
half  despairing — half  pleading.  "Don't 
let  any  one  get  in  front  of  you.  If  you 
can  keep  your  lead  for  two  laps  we'll 
win  the  race.  Dover  will  be  afraid  that 
you  will  win.  Then  they'll  tire  them- 
selves out  chasing  you.  In  the  mean- 
time, Clark  and  King  will  follow  along 
leisurely.  Then,  as  the  Dover  boys 
tire,  they'll  come  up  with  a  sprint  and 
win.  Have  you  got  it?  Don't  forget, 
Jerry,  everything  depends  on  you.  Run 
the  race  as  though  you  were  running 
the  half  mile.  Get  a  big  lead,  and  then 
after  a  couple  of  laps  drop  out.  You're 
not  going  to  run  to  win  the  race. 
You're  going  to  run  to  make  the  other 
team  lose  it.  " 

"And  may  I  run  in  the  half  mile 
race  too?"  Jerry's  eyes  looked  plead- 
ingly at  the  coach. 

"Well — All  right."  Connor's  voice 
lost  a  little  of  its  businesslike  tone — a 
faint  smile  showed  on  his  face,  but 
only  for  a  instant.  "Come  on — hurry 
up!  They're  announcing  an  event 
now.  It's  either  the  mile  or  the  half." 

Jerry  nodded  absently  as  he  trotted 
out  on  the  track.  His  mind  was  com- 
pletely occupied.  Here  it  was — his  first 
race,  and  he,  Jerry  Holmes,  had  a 
chance  to  help  his  team  win  the  meet. 
Boy!  How  he'd  run!  He'd  tire  those 
Dover  runners  so  fast 

"On  your  marks!"  Jerry  dug  his 
cleats  in  the  cinders.  "Get  set!  "  He 
bent  forward — anxious  to  get  away  to 
a  fast  start — anxious  to  go  right  out 
from  the  beginning  and  scare  Dover 
into  chasing  him.  The  gun  barked! 
Jerry   was   off   to    a   sprinter's   start.    He 


looked  straight  ahead.  He  drove  his 
arms  and  legs  like  pistons — fighting — 
fighting  to  get  a  big  lead  as  soon  as 
he  possibly  could.  He  rounded  the 
turn  and  raced  on — never  looking  back 
for  an  instant.  In  front  of  the  stands 
came  Jerry  still  trying  to  add  to  that 
lead  of  his.  The  crowd  stood  up.  They 
waved  him  on.  Shouts  of  "Come  on, 
Jerry"  reached  his  ears.  Jerry  chuckled 

At   least   he   had    fooled    the    crowd. 

They  didn't  realize  that  he  was  only 
a  decoy. 

One  lap  was  gone.  Around  the  turn, 
down  the  far  stretch — around  the  next 

turn,  and Jerry'  legs  began  to  tighten. 

His  breath  came  in  gasps — his  head 
throbbed.  He  had  another  fifty  yards 
to  go — he'd  have  to  make  it.  They  were 
catching  up  to  him  already — And  he'd 
told  the  coach  he'd  keep  his  lead  for 
two  laps.  Driving,  fighting,  straining, 
struggling,  Jerry  kept  his  tired  legs 
driving.  Twenty  yards  more — fifteen — 
A  crimson  jersey  came  up  beside  him. 
Ten  yards  more — Jerry  held  his  slight 
lead.  He  would  reach  that  two  laps 
mark  first  if  he  died  doing  it!  Every 
step  hurt  Jerry's  feet  like  a  sharp  dart. 
Summoning  all  his  remaining  strength, 
Jerry  forged  nearer  and  nearer  to  that 
precious  two  laps  mark.  The  crimson 
jersey  fell  back.  His  goal  was  just  ahead 
of  him. 

But  what — what  was  the  tape 
stretched  across  the  track  for?  The 
race  wasn't  over — He'd  only  run  half 
of  it.  Clark  and  King  would  have  to 
finish  it.  The  tape  snapped  against 
Jerry's  chest.  He  was  utterly  exhausted. 
He  slumped  to  the  grass.  He  tried  to 
rise  to  see  how^  the  race  was  progress- 
ing.   But — but  the  race  had  stopped! 


THE   ARGUENOT 


The  crowd  was  running  over  to  him.  record  holder.** 
Coach  Connor  dashed  across  the  track  What?     Jerry    blinked — bewildered. 

— "Jerry,   old  boy!  Jerry!  1  can  hardly  Then   his   face   lighted   up.      His  mouth 

talk.    Boy,    what    a    race!    And    what    a  flashed    a     broad    boyish    grin.       **Say, 

half  miler  you  turned  out  to  be.  You've  coach,  was  that  the  one  half  mile  race? 

made    a    new    half    mile    record,    Jerry,  — Golly!       And    I    thought    it    was    the 

and  you've  won  the  meet  for  us.  Think  mile." 
of    it,    boy,    you're    the    new    half    mile  Arthur  Cook,   *34 


Happening  of  '89 

Across  the  desert  so   barren   and   dry, 
A  solitary  rider  with  wary  eye 
Comes  jogging  up   to   the   desert   sage 
Where  men   are   assembled   of   every   age. 
He   comes   with   brisk,    light   step    towards 
The  men,   whom   over  all   he  lords 
And  gives  commands  of  another  raid 
To  men  as  he,   fearless  and  unafraid. 
His  men,   without  quiver  of  an  eye. 
Swear  they'll  stick  until   they  die. 

The   stage   coach   which   comes   rumbling   by 

Is  watched  by  many  a  cruel  eye, 

And  as  it  turns  the  curving  road, 

It  tips  severely  under  its  load. 

The  driver,   busy  with  hand   and  whip. 

Does  not  hear  the  cry  from  lip  to  lip. 

**A  raid,   a  raid,  "   comes  the  terrified  cry. 

And  men  spring  up  from  where  they  lie 

In  the  brush.      Guns  flash  here 

'If  your  life  you  hold  dear. 

Hand  over  your  valuables,  "   this  from  the  rear 
Delivered  by  the  bandits  who  knew  no  fear. 
But  the  stage  coach  driver,   spry  and   old. 
Although   struck   as  by   a   wave   of   cold. 
Concealed  his  fright  and   finally  rasped, 

"No,   ye  godless  men "    the  passengers  gasped. 

Guns  were  yanked,   fired — they  flash. 

And  the  coach  stopped  with  a  mighty  crash! 

From  that  attack,   not  a  man  did  survive. 
Bandits,    driver,    passengers   numbering    five 
Were  all  stretched   out   ....    done   .    .    . 
And  dispassionately  viewed  by  the  sinking  sun. 

Alice   K.    Baltadonis,   '34 
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A  Newspaper  Guy 

(With  Apologies  to  Curtis  D.  MacDougal) 
I  see  a  man  push  through  a  crowd  in  the  hall, 
He  takes  a  seat  near  the  president,  and  chats  with  all. 
"Is  this  Johnson,"  I  ask,   "that  everyone  he  defies?" 
"No,"  someone  says,   "he's  one  of  those  newspaper  guys." 

I  see  a  man  begin  on  the  trail  of  a  crook; 
He  scorns  all  assistance  but  soon  brings  him  to  "book." 
"Sherlock   Holmes?"    I   ask,    but   someone   quickly   replies, 
"Holmes?    No,   why  he's  just  one  of  those  newspaper  guys." 

I  see  a  man  walk  through  the  door  of  a  show 
Where  great  crowds  are  blocked  and  are  not  able  to   go. 
"Is  this  Barrymore  that  never  a  ticket  he  buys?" 
"Shucks!   No,   he's  one   of  those  newspaper   guys." 

I  see  a  man  boldly  knock  on  the  President's  door. 
"No  Admittance,"    "Private"    signs,    he   completely  ignores. 
"Is  this  Garner,    that  privacy's  rights   he   denies?" 
"Garner?   Oh!  No!  He's  just  one  of  those  newspaper  guys?" 

And  when,  someday,   I'll  walk  through  the  great  gates  of  gold, 

I'll   see  a  man  enter,   unquestioned   and   bold, 

"Sir  Galahad?"   I'll  ask;   then  Saint  Peter'll  reply: 

"Why,  didn't  you  know,  he's  just  one  of  those  newspaper  guys?" 

Ruth   Thomas,    '34 


The  Diary  of  a  Co-Ed 

September  29  October  4 

Arrived    at    college    at    2:35    P.    M.  Been    so    rushed    by    sororities    and 

Looked  up  my  room  and   found  it  on  studies  that  I  haven't  had  a  minute  to 

the    top    floor   of    North    College.       My  write  in  the  diary.  Got  a  bid  to  Gamma 

room    mate    is    Sue    Allard    from    New  Delta   and   have   pledged   it.      Went   to 

York  City,  New  York.      Found  the  din-  classes    and    heard     umpteen'    lectures, 

ing  room  and  ate  with  Sue.      Went  to  ^iot  a  theme  to  write  for  English  and  a 

assembly    at    7    P.    M.    and    heard    the  Poem  for  French.      The  French  prof  is 

President   and    the    Dean.       They    gave  too  divine  for  words!  He's  tall,  a  blond, 

us  an  idea  of  what  was  expected  of  us.  and   looks  like   'Hollywood  in  person' I 

Came  back   to   North  College  and  met  Bet  he's  a  swell  dancer, 

some  more  girls.  Gossiped  until  almost  November  1 

12:30  then  went  to  bed.  Had  a  grand  time  at  the  dance  last 
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night.  Danced  twice  with  Professor 
James  Peterson,  my  French  prof.  He 
can  dance  fifteen  times  better  than  any 
of  the  other  fellows  here.  Danced  with 
a  few  others  and  came  home  with  Sue. 
November  4 

Went  to  another  dance  tonight  and 
danced  with  Professor  Jim  (ahem) 
four  times,  and  are  the  other  girls  green 
with  jealousy?  I'll  tell  the  world. 
Danced  with  Phil  Gordon  and  Al 
Eraser.  Tried  to  find  Professor  Jim  at 
the  end  of  the  dance,  but  he  had  dis- 
appeared, so  came  home  with  Phil. 
November   5 

Had  a  French  theme  to  write  for 
tomorrow,  so  went  back  to  see  Pro- 
fessor Jim  for  help.  Stayed  about  an 
hour  and  a  half  and  had  quite  a  talk 
with  him.  Found  out  he  is  interested 
in  athletics,  so  will  probably  see  him  at 
the  game  next  Saturday.  Told  him  I'd 
like  some  more  help  in  a  few  days,  and 
he  said  he'd  be  glad  to  help  me.  I  hope 
he  doesn't  find  out  I  got  A  in  French 
every  term  in  high  school,  because  I 
told  him  I  just  couldn't  seem  to  get 
French  grammar  through  my  head. 
Passed  up  a  date  with  Phil  to  go  to  the 
movies.  Went  down  to  the  library  hop- 
ing to  see  Professor  Jim,  but  got  left. 


November  23 

Have  been  so  busy  'trying  to  get 
French  through  my  head'  and  going  to 
dances  and  the  movies  with  Professor 
Jim,  that  this  poor  Diary  has  been 
sadly  neglected.  Next  week  is  Thanks- 
giving, and  I've  hinted  that  unless 
someone  is  very  kind,  I'll  have  to  spend 
the  holiday  here.  The  Professor  is  go- 
ing home  to  Boston  and  I'm  hoping  he 
will  take  the  hint.  He  told  me  his 
mother  is  coming  up  to  get  him,  so  I 
hope  he'll  introduce  me  and  then 
maybe  she'll  invite  me  to  go  with 
them. 

November  27 

Well,  everyone  left  today  and  Pro- 
fessor Jim,  too.  His  mother  and  a 
young  lady  came  up  for  him.  I  was 
talking  to  him  down  by  the  library 
when  they  came  along.  He  hailed  them 
and  of  course  introduced  me.  His 
mother  said  she  hoped  that  I'd  enjoy 
my  vacation.  The  other  one  he  intro- 
duced as  his  wife.  Then  in  a  few  min- 
utes he  got  into  the  car  and  drove  off. 
His  wife,  huh!  And  to  think  I  passed 
up  an  invitation  to  go  to  New  York 
with  Sue,  when  she  lives  right  near 
N.  Y.  U.  1!  Live  and  learn,  I  suppose. 
Muriel  Fisher,  '34 


His    Mistake 


He  longed   to   find   a   way   to   Fame, 
But  not  a  highway  bore  that  name. 

He  thought  to  Glory  there  must  be 
A  level   path   that  he   could   see; 

But  every  road  to  which  he  came 
Possessed   a   terrifying   name. 


He  never  thought  that  Fame  might  lurk 
Along  that  dreary  path  called  Work. 

He  never  thought  to  go  to  see 

What  marked  the  road  called  Industry. 

Because   it   seemed   so   rough   and   high 
He  passed  the  road  called  Service  by. 


Yet  had  he  taken  any  way 
He  might  have  come  to  Fame  some  day. 
Rita  Gulla,   '34 


THE  ARGUENOT 


The  Effect  of  My  Father's  Salary  Cut 


Like  most  business  concerns,  my 
father's  firm's  income  has  shrunk  con- 
siderably. And  consequently,  like  most 
business  men  of  today,  my  father  re- 
ceived a  "cut."  Of  course,  this  caused 
a  good  bit  of  discussion  at  home  and 
considerable  revamping  of  the  budget. 
While  this  was  going  on,  I  fell  to  think- 
ing about  the  effect  this  cut  would  have 
on  other  people.  Then  I  realized  how 
true  the  statement  is  that  we  are  all 
links  in  the  chain  of  life. 

Less  money  coming  in  our  house 
meant  less  going  out.  So  we  must 
economize.  We  decide  we  don't  need 
some  of  the  delicacies  we  are  accus- 
tomed to  having  at  each  meal.  So  our 
grocery  bill  is  lower. 

The  grocer,  finding  his  income  is  not 
so  large,  goes  home  and  tells  his  wife 
she'll  have  to  go  without  a  new  coat. 
This  causes  sadness  in  the  grocer's 
home,  but  greater  sadness  at  the  cloth- 
ier* s.       He    decides   he    cant    afford    to 


have  a  new  sun  porch  built.  Which 
makes  the  carpenter  decide  that  his 
children  will  have  to  wait  a  while  for 
a  set  of  books  he  was  going  to  buy  for 
them.  Thus  causing  the  publisher  to 
decide  against  having  any  more  of  those 
books  printed  at  the  present.  Which 
makes  the  chain  a  circle,  as  my  father's 
concern  prints  books. 

The  children  of  these  people  realize 
the  necessity  of  economizing,  probably 
because  of  a  smaller  allowance,  and 
decide  not  to  go  to  the  football  game. 
The  receipts  at  the  football  game  are 
only  sufficient  to  pay  for  the  expenses 
of  the  game  and  the  faculty  decides 
that  the  school  cannot  afford  to  have 
girls'  basket  ball  and  I,  being  an 
ardent  basket  ball  player,  suffer. 

Thus,  I  realized  how  a  cut  in  the 
salary  at  our  house  affects,  not  only 
me  directly  and  indirectly,  but  people 
in  every  walk  of  life. 

A  Student 


The  Origin  of  Amber 

(A  Lithuanian  Legend) 


Once  upon  a  time,  long,  long  ago, 
the  turbulent  w^aters  of  the  Baltic  Sea 
were  ruled  by  Juraite,  the  sea-goddess. 
She  lived  in  a  magnificent  amber  palace 
below  the  sea  and  ruled  over  her  sub- 
jects,  the  inhabitants  of  the  Baltic. 

Juraite  w^as  a  beautiful  young  maiden. 


ing  her  subjects.  Greatly  angered,  Jur- 
aite called  together  her  mermaids  and 
astride  their  white  sea  horses,  they  rode 
away  to  find  the  youth. 

When  they  came  upon  Kastytis  in 
front  of  his  little  cottage  where  he  was 
mending  his  nets,   they  began  to  chant 


Her  long  wavy  hair  and  large  eyes  a  weird  tune.  In  this  way  they  charmed 
were  of  the  same  golden  hue  as  her  him,  and  in  a  daze  he  started  wading 
palatial  home.  Her  skin  was  as  white  as  into  the  water  to  reach  them,  but  as  he 
the  pure  seafoam  dress  she  wore.  There  came  nearer,  they  slowly  receded,  still 
was  a  soft  flush  on  her  cheeks,  and  her  chanting  their  song.  As  Kastytis  came 
lips  were  a  rich  red.  on,  Juraite  saw  how  young  and  hand- 
One  day  a  messenger  came  to  Juraite  some  he  was,  and  suddenly  she  felt 
and  told  her  of  a  youth  who  was  kill-  sorry  for  him  and  ordered  the  maidens 
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back  to  the  palace.  Juraite  led  Kastytis 
back  to  his  cottage,  and  returned  home 
with  his  promise  that  he  would  never 
harm  any   of  her  subjects  again. 

Back  in  her  palace,  Juraite  could 
not  forget  the  handsome  youth  whom 
she  had  saved  from  a  watery  grave,  so 
one  day  she  went  to  visit  him.  They 
fell  in  love  and  swore  to  love  each 
other  eternally.  After  this,  Juraite  came 
to  visit  her  lover  every  day. 

Now  the  thunder-god,  Perkunas  was 
greatly  displeased  to  learn  that  Juraite 
was  in  love  with  a   mortal  so  he  shat- 


tered her  amber  palace  into  a  million 
pieces  with  a  thunderbolt  which  also 
killed  Juraite.  Then  Perkunas  bound 
Kastytis  in  a  cave  and  laid  the  dead 
Juraite  at  his  feet.  Gradually  the  sea 
crept  up,  and  Kastytis  was  drowned. 

And  now  when  a  storm  sweeps  over 
the  Baltic  Sea,  the  simple  fisher-folk 
believe  that  they  hear  a  cry — Kastytis 
mourning  for  his  beloved  Juraite.  In  the 
morning  when  the  storm  has  abated, 
they  find  amber  strewn  on  the  shore 
— fragments  of  Juraite's  palace. 


Signs  of  the  Spring 

Along    a    bare,    brown    path    I    strolled  All  thru  the  forest  on  I  went. 
And  looked  on  either  side.  And  heard  along  the  way. 

When  suddenly  close  to  my  feet  A  whisp'ring,  balmy  breeze  float  by 
A  timid  flower  I  spied.  As  on  an  April  day. 


Beneath  a  tree  1  stopped  to  rest. 
When — Hark!  1  heard  o'er  head 

The    surest    sign    of    springtime    yet, 
A  bird  with  breast  of  red. 

Eleanor  Oen,  '35 


A  Gesture  from  Fate 


"Say,"  chirped  the  Sharinski  girl, 
"this  candy  ain't  so  bad." 

"Yeah,"  drawled  Mamie  Collins, 
"you'd  swalla  a  ton  of  bricks  without 
knowin'  what  was  a'  sailin'  down  that 
metal-lined  stomach  of  yours." 

"Aw,  let  down.  Can't  ya  see  the 
kid's  new  at  it?  How'd  you  land 
in  this  dump,  Sister?"  questioned  Lucy 
O'Malley  of  the  new  girl. 

With  eyes  shining,  Mabel  Sharinski 
answered,  "it  was  my  Uncle  Freddie 
who  got  for  me  this  job.  He  been  work- 
ing here  some  time  now,  and  he  prom- 
ise   me   soon    as    I    get   seventeen    years 


he  get  me  a  job  in  this  factory.  Ain't 
we  lucky  though,  w^e  can  eat  all  the 
candy  we  want  and  there  ain't  nobody 
what's  goin'  to  tell  us  when  to  stop." 

With  smiles  of  unconcealed  amuse- 
ment, the  girls  around  the  chocolate 
machine  rolled  their  eyes  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  sooty,  mustard-colored  ceil- 
ing. 

"Won't  be  long  before  you're  simply 
sick  of  it.  My  gracious,  every  time  1 
look  into  a  shop  window  and  see  some 
of  their  'Right  from  the  Factory  and 
Ever  So  Delicious  Chocolates,'  I  feel 
like  groaning  then  and  there.  Won't  be 
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long  before  you  begin  abhoring  this 
pernicious  candy,  take  it  from  one  who 
knows." 

This  statement,  deHvered  by  Annie 
Brady,  was  readily  acknowledged  by 
many  varied  "uh-hu's."  You  see,  Annie 
Brady  had  attended  night  school  for 
three  successive  years,  and  Annie  ought 
to  know.  It  wasn't  everybody  w^ho 
could  possess  such  a  vocabulary.  My, 
no.  You  had  to  study  hard  and  read 
books  and  books  before  you  could 
begin  to  rival  Annie's  worldly  knowl- 
edge. 

"Just  the  same,"  insisted  Mabel  Sha- 
rinski,  "it  was  my  lucky  day  when  1 
came  for  work  here.  Like  my  own 
mother  say,  'It  ain't  every  girl  as  can 
get  a  job  now.'  Looka'  my  cousin 
Minnie — "  What  she  had  intended  say- 
ing about  her  relative  was  left  unsaid, 
for  at  that  very  moment  the  frightful 
shriek  of  the  factor}^  whistle  called  all 
workers  to  return  to  their  labor. 

Six  weeks  later — let  us  take  a 
glimpse  into  the  same  factory  to  see 
how  our  friend  Mabel  has  fared.  Where 
once  her  eyes  were  bright  and  eager, 
they  are  now^  red-rimmed  and  dull. 
Her  voice  has  lost  its  fire  and  lacks  the 
enthusiastic  tone  it  once  possessed. 

"Say,  I  didn't  come  home  'till  1 
a.  m.  this  mornin'  'cause  my  boy  friend 
and  me  went  to  the  'Bowery'  on 
Twenny-third  Avenue.  Wotta  time!" 

"Who's  your  Latest?  "  queried  Ma- 
mie Collins,     "Joe  Chinsky?" 

"No,  I  go  with  him  last  week  but  I 
been  quit  of  him  because  he  bring  me 
present  of  chocolates  and  1  got  sick 
from  seeing  them.  I  throw  them  on  the 
floor  and  tell  Joe  to  go.  You  know  how 
I  can't  stand  for  candy  now." 

"Yah,"  said  Mamie,  "  'member  how 
when  you  come  here  you  were  so  glad 


you  could  get  as  much  candy  as  you 
wanted?" 

With  a  shrug  of  her  thin  shoulder, 
Mabel  turned  and  with  eyes  shut  took 
a  sharp  breath  of  the  ever-present  odor. 
Candy — the  sickening,  sweet  smell  of 
it — peppermint,  spearmint,  licorice, 
lemon,  orange,  raspberry,  grape,  mint 
— all  turning  and  twisting  in  cleverly 
devised  machines.  With  nausea  in  the 
pit  of  her  stomach,  Mabel  slowly 
opened  her  eyes  and  fervently  vowed, 

"First  chance  I  get,  I  leave  this  fac- 
tory. I  hate  working  here  so  bad  that 
when  I  sleep,  I  dream  I  been  seeing 
candy  rivers,  candy  houses,  candy 
dresses — candy,  candy,  candy — that's 
all  I  see." 

That  night  in  the  shadows  of  huge, 
green  palms  of  the  "Bowery",  the  un- 
expected happened.  Martin  Hopewell 
had  proposed  to  Mabel  Sharinski.  With 
a  startled,  undecided  look  in  her  eyes, 
the  girl  had  questioned  him, 

"Why  you  want  for  to  marry  me?" 

"Oh,"     breathed     Martin,     "because 
» » 

"Because  why?" 

"Because  I've  never  seen  a  girl  that 
1  have  loved  as  much  as  I  do  you. 
Women  have  never  interested  me  be- 
fore, and  somehow — you  are  differ- 
ent." 

"Different?  For  why  should  a  Swell 
like  you  love  me?  I  got  no  purty 
clothes  like  you  been  used  to." 

"Oh,  can't  you  see  it  isn't  that?  It's 
just   ..." 

"I  know.  I  feel  like  that,  too." 

With  her  permission  obtained,  Mar- 
tin slid  a  dazzling  ring  on  the  appro- 
priate finger. 

Before  the  next  morning  had  fairly 
begun,  all  the  factory  girls  had  learned 
of    Mabel's    engagement.       Congratula- 
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tions  flowed  freely  from  all  sides. 

"Gee,"  wistfully  sighed  Annie  Brady, 
"ain't  you  the  lucky  one,  though?  Ain't 
you  gonna  work  no  more?  Ain't  ya 
ever  gonna  have  ta  see  candy  again?" 

"Yeah,"  said  Mabel,  her  face 
flushed,  "I  ain't  ever  gonna  say  'candy' 
again.  Maybe  someday  I'll  forget  how 
it  is,  and  I'll  come  for  to  like  it  again 
like  when  I  starting  working  here." 

"Lucky  girl  "  was  whispered  all  over 
the  factory  that  memorable  day.  Mabel 
could  hardly  wait  for  the  five  o'clock 
whistle  to  blow.  Somehow  the  hours 
dragged  by,  and  Mabel  flew  to  her 
locker,  jammed  a  soft  white  hat  over 
her  curls,  and  ran  every  step  home. 

"Hi,  there,  Mabel,"  shouted  Martin 
from  the  back  door,  "I  came  early  so 
I  could  take  you  to  dine  at  a  real  classy 
place.  Come  along." 

"Wait  a  minit.  I  hav'ta  tell  Ma  first." 

In  exactly  sixty  seconds  they  were 
on  their  way.  Inside  of  ten  minutes  they 
were  seated  at  their  favorite  table  in 
the  "Bowery."  Half  way  through  her 
dinner    course,    Mabel,    who    had    been 


paying  more  attention  to  her  food  than 
Martin's  talk,   suddenly  demanded, 

"What?  Say  what  you  just  said 
again." 

"I  said  there  was  no  reason  for  you 
to  continue  working  as  you  do,  because 
I  make  quite  a  tidy  sum  as  manager  in 
my  father's  candy  factory." 

A  fork  clattered  to  the  floor,  and 
Mabel,  with  a  whisk  of  her  white, 
dotted  skirt,  darted  out  the  nearest 
door,   leaving  a  chagrined  Martin. 

"Ma,"  she  cried  when  she  had 
slammed  the  back  door  shut,   "Ma!" 

W^ith  a  face  full  of  the  deepest  con- 
cern, Mrs.  Sharinski  firmly  shook  her 
daughter. 

"What's  the  matter,  what's  the 
matter?" 

"His  father  been  owner  to  a  candy 
factory  and  he  been  manager.  Oh-oh." 

No    other   words.    The   parent   asked 
no    questions.    With    mute    understand- 
ing   the    mother    and    daughter    locked 
arms  and  tragically  bemoaned  fate. 
Alice  Baltadonis,   *34 


Hobbies 


If  we  should  banish  worry 
And  mental  over-strain 

We  each  should  have  a  "hobby" 
To  relax  our  weary  brain. 


Now,  mine  is  just  a  garden 

Where  pinks  and   roses  bloom; 

A  quaint  old  fashioned  rockery; 

But    it    drives    out   care    and    gloom. 


It  may  be  stamp  collecting. 
Or  coins  of  rare  design; 

It  may  be  golf  or  tennis, 

Or  writing  verse  and  rhyme. 


Where  hollyhocks  are  bobbing 
And  larkspurs  beckon  me, 

And  tulips  nod   "good  morning' 
I  am   filled  with  ecstasy. 


It  may  be  nature  study  And  I  would  not  exchange  it 

Of    birds,     and     bees,     and     flowers,  For  all  of  this  world's  wealth. 

As  long  as  it's  a  hobby  For  money  cannot   purchase 

That  will  while  away  the  hours.  What     that    garden     offers — Health. 

Barbara  Foss,   '36 
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Old  Odour 


There  is  an  old  odour; 

Drifting,    tenuous,    faintly    acrid. 

Not  sweet  nor  beautiful, 

But  significant. 

It  greets  you  at  the  kitchen  door  of  the 

clapboard  cottage 
Of  two   seventy-year  maiden   ladies   in 

our  town. 
A  thin,  sharp  smell. 
Frail    and    fluttering 
Like  Miss  Sarah  and  Miss  Maria. 


Stove   polish,    knitted    comforters,    pre- 
serves, worn  rugs. 
Creaky   rocking-chairs,    a   drowsy  cat, 
Charred  logs. 
Wispy  ashes  .  .   . 
Ashes  of  gentle   old   things. 
Ashes  of  small,   lost  loves, 
Of  hopes  long  gone. 
Of  sunny  childhood. 
Quiet,   lovely,   living. 
And  faded,  misty-eyed  elderliness. 


Old  bitter-sweet  odour, 
Ashes  of  memory. 

Evelyn  Russ,  '34 


When 

Night  is  done. 
Another   day 
Does  come 
To  flood  this  earth 
With  sun 
With  heat 
With   rain 
Or  sleet 

Till  night  creeps  on — 
And  day  is  gone. 


A  Comparison 

And— 

In  a  way. 

Is  not  the  day 

Like  human  life, 

Which  brings  to   all 

Its  strife 

Its  cares 

Its  hopes 

And  its  despairs 

'Till  life  is  done — 

And  death  has  come? 

Arthur  Cook, 


34 


Child  of  the  Storm 


A  monstrous  wave  shook  the  dwell- 
ing as  old  Ezra  Pearce,  keeper  of  the 
little  lighthouse  on  the  tip  of  South- 
port  Island  slammed  the  door  on  the 
howling  wind  and  the  sleet,  outside. 

"It's  a  dirty  night  out,  Lizzie,"  he 
said  to  his  wife  as  he  dumped  his  load 
of  wood  near  the  old  iron  stove. 
"Heaven  help  the  poor  vessel  ez  goes 
on  the  rock  in  a  night  like  this."  As  the 


tearing  gale  shook  the  little  house,  the 
two  sat  down  to  their  lonely  supper. 
There  was  little  sleep  that  night  for  the 
Pearces.  The  shrieking,  roaring  gale 
would  not  permit  any  human  being 
much  sleep.  Ezra  made  frequent  ex- 
peditions up  the  spiral  ladder  to  make 
sure  that  his  beloved  lamp  was  sending 
its  guiding  beam  into  the  storm.  The 
tedious  night  seemed  years  long.   Once 
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or  twice  Ezra  opened  the  door  and 
tried  to  penetrate  the  sleet  to  see  if 
any  poor  ship  was  in  danger.  But  the 
night  was  too  black  to  distinguish  the 
reefs. 

After  what  seemed  ages,  a  dull  light 
through  the  storm  showed  the  arrival 
of  dawn.  At  this  the  couple  took  on 
new  hope  and  Ezra  again  braved  the 
elements.  Scarcely  had  he  gone  when 
the  door  burst  open  again  and  he  half 
fell   in: 

"Lord!  Lizzie,  there's  a  wreck  out 
there!  Halfway  up  on  Cedar  Bush  n 
she's  busting  up   fast!" 

Together  they  rushed  to  the  little 
beach  near  the  lighthouse.  The  spars 
and  rigging  of  the  ship  in  distress 
loomed  up  against  the  murky  sky.  As 
they  watched,  a  few  residents  of  the 
nearby  settlement  came  running  to  see 
if  they  could  aid.  But  the  mountainous 
waves  would  not  even  permit  the 
launching  of  a  dory.  So  the  frantic 
watchers  had  to  wait,  powerless  to 
help.  Thus,  a  tense,  awful  hour 
passed  and  the  relentless  storm  seemed 
to  redouble  its  force.  Wave  after  wave 
pounded  at  the  ship,  driving  it  higher 
and  higher  on  the  sharp  reefs.  As  a 
particularly      great      wave      struck      the 


craft,  it  seemed  to  give  up  the  ghost 
and  disintegrate  before  the  eyes  of  the 
watchers.  But  something  else  caught 
the  attention  of  old  Ezra  Pearce.  A 
queer  object  was  floating  through  the 
gap,  and  as  if  guided  by  some  unseen 
hand  came  straight  for  the  beach.  The 
keeper,  seeing  that  no  mortal  hand 
could  aid  the  poor  souls  on  the  wreck- 
age, gave  his  full  attention  to  the  float- 
ing bundle.  It  struck  the  beach,  and, 
moved  by  some  strange  impulse,  Ezra 
rushed  to  it  and  dragged  it  up,  high 
and  dry,  out  of  reach  of  the  next  giant 
comber.  It  was  what  seemed  to  be  a 
mattress  rolled  up  and  tied  to  a  plank. 
With  trembling  fingers  the  old  man 
started  to  untie  the  ropes  and  unroll 
the  wet  cloth.  He  beckoned  to  his  wife 
to  come  nearer.  Together  they  untied 
the  remaining  covers.  Inside  the  mat- 
tress was  a  box,  from  which  came  a 
tiny  wail.  With  a  cry  the  lonely  woman 
hugged  to  her  breast  the  greatest  gift 
God  could  have  sent  her,  a  tiny  baby 
girl — theirs  by  all  rights  of  salvage — 
truly  a  child  of  the  storm. 

(The  above  incident  is  supposed  to 
have  actually  happened,   at  Hendrick's 
Head  Light,  West  Southport,  Maine.) 
E.   Miles  Brown,   '35 


Chateau  Riverain 


The  guide  recited  his  monotonous 
monologue  to  the  group  of  interested 
tourists.  He  told  them  how  this  famous 
chateau  had  been  deserted  years  ago, 
and  allowed  to  decay  until  it  was  little 
more  than  a  mass  of  granite  blocks. 
The  tourists  listened  with  gaping 
mouths  while  he  spoke  of  the  many 
combats  which  had  been  fought  in  this 
historical  relic,  and  of  the  many  people 


who    had   been   slain   within    its   battle- 
ments. 

The  guide  was  thinking  of  his  wife 
who  awaited  his  return  in  their  small 
cottage.  The  tourists  were  planning  to 
recite  to  bored  audiences,  on  long 
winter  evenings,  tales  of  their  travels 
in  France,  and  especially  of  the  many 
chateaux  which  they  had  seen  on  the 
Loire. 
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The  tourists  did  not  appreciate  the 
story  because  they  could  not  visuaHze 
this  ruined  mansion  as  a  home.  The 
fields,  gardens,  buildings,  and  wood- 
lots  covered  several  square  miles,  and 
the  massive  chateau  at  one  time  had 
contained  sixty  rooms. 

Many  years  ago  a  happy  family  had 
dwelt  here,  a  mother,  father,  two  sons, 
and  a  daughter.  In  the  evening,  travel- 
ing musicians  gathered  from  the  coun- 
try side  to  entertain  this  family  and 
their  guests.  One  lucky  day  a  hand- 
some Italian  violinist,  who  had  already 
made  a  name  for  himself  in  the  field 
of  music,  came,  and  fell  in  love  with 
the  daughter.  After  her  father  forbade 
them  to  see  each  other,  they  eloped. 
They  planned  to  visit  England  for  their 
wedding  trip,  but  the  small  boat  in 
which  they  attempted  to  cross  the 
channel  sank,  and  both  were  drowned. 

About  that  time,  because  of  a  feud 
with   a   neighboring   marquis,    this   cha- 


teau was  stormed.  During  the  battle, 
the  two  sons  and  their  father  were 
killed  and  shortly  afterwards  the 
mother  died.  The  castle  was  inhabited 
for  a  number  of  years  by  other  mem- 
bers of  the  family,  but  after  several 
people  believed  that  they  had  seen  the 
ghosts  of  the  original  owners,  the  house 
was  deserted  by  human  beings  and  left 
to  the  "haunts." 

Just  recently  it  was  taken  over  by  an 
historical  society.  Most  of  the  furniture 
had  been  removed  by  the  peasants  of 
the  vicinity  or  by  souvenir  hunters; 
therefore,  it  w^as  necessary  to  refurnish 
it.  Finally  it  was  open  to  the  tourists 
who  delight  in  going  through  dark, 
dark,  dismal,  passages;  down  into  the 
underground  torture  chambers;  and  up 
into  the  turrets  from  which  soldiers 
once  watched  the  approach  of  an 
enemy,  and  greeted  them  with  burning 
oil. 

Mary  Connolly,  '34 


Spring 


I  think  that  Spring  once  more  is  here, 
Today   I   heard   a   bird's   song   clear. 

I  saw  a  fleecy  cloud  ride  high 
Across  the  sunlit  azure  sky. 


The  crickets  and   the  tree-toads  sing. 

The  butterflies  are  on  the  wing. 
The    budding    trees    send    fort'h    good 
cheer 
And  say  to  me  that  Spring  is  here. 
Muriel  Fisher,  '34 


The  Load  of  Hay 


**Yes,  I  expect  them  some  time  to- 
night. Nathan  Barnes'  son  stopped  here 
this  morning  on  his  way  back  to  col- 
lege with  a  note  saying  they  ought  to 
arrive  tonight."  Mr.  Brown  was  talk- 
ing to  his  next  door  neighbor,  Silas 
Jones.  The  subject  of  their  conversa- 
tion was  one  which  monopolized  most 
conversations     in     the     little     town     of 


Drew,  Ohio, — the  subject  of  slaves.  Mr. 
Brown  was  an  ardent  abolitionist  and 
a  member  of  the  underground  rail- 
road. 

The  town  clock  striking  six  inter- 
rupted the  conversation  and  both  men 
went  home  to  supper.  Mrs.  Brown  was 
putting  supper  on  the  table,  assisted  by 
her  daughter,  Deborah.  Deborah,  a  girl 
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of  fifteen,  was  as  ardent  an  abolitionist 
as   her   father. 

"Well,  Deborah,"  said  Mr.  Brown, 
"I  think  we'll  have  guests  tonight." 

"Oh  father,   runaway  slaves?" 

Mr.  Brown  nodded.  "A  man  and 
his  wife.  With  luck,  they'll  arrive  about 
ten." 

"Father,  may  I  please  stay  up  'till 
they  come?" 

"No,  Deb,  1  think  not.  I  think  you'll 
have  to  do  an  important  errand  for  me 
early  in   the  morning." 

Deborah's  face  fell,  but  she  said  no 
more  on  the  subject  and  went  to  bed 
at  her  usual  time,  but  not  to  sleep.  She 
lay  wide  awake,  listening  for  the  slaves. 
Soon  after  the  clock  struck  ten,  she 
heard  a  soft  knocking  on  the  door. 
Jumping  out  of  bed  she  ran  to  the  top 
of  the  back  stairs  and  peeked  down 
into  the  hall.  Her  father  was  just  open- 
ing the  door.  Two  negroes  entered, 
poorly  clad,  and  almost  staggering  with 
exhaustion.  Her  father  led  them  into 
the  kitchen  and  shut  the  door.  But 
Deborah  was  not  disappointed;  she 
knew  that  her  father  would  give  them 
a  hot  meal,  better  clothes,  and  a  place 
to  sleep.  Deborah  went  back  to  bed 
and  was  soon  asleep. 

She  was  aroused  early  the  next  morn- 
ing by  knocking  on  her  door.  She 
dressed  quickly  and  went  down  stairs. 
Breakfast  was  already  on  the  table. 
Deborah  looked  questioningly  at  the 
one  plate. 

"Your  mother  and  I  have  eaten  and 
so  have  the  Turner's,"  her  father  said 
in  answer  to  her  glance.  "Now  listen 
to  me  Deborah,  "  he  continued,  "Tom 
(the  hired  man)  is  taking  a  load  of 
hay  to  Carson's.  You're  going  with  him 
to  answer  any  questions  that  might  be 
asked.   You  follow  me>    You  are  going 


to  spend  the  night  with  Polly." 

Deborah  nodded,  her  eyes  w^ide  at 
the  thoughts  of  helping  two  fugitives 
escape.  She  finished  her  breakfast  with 
a  gulp,  and  taking  her  suitcase  that  her 
mother  had  packed  went  out  into  the 
yard  to  join  Tom. 

Tom  was  a  good  worker  and  Mr. 
Brown  couldn't  possibly  carry  on  the 
work  of  the  farm  without  him,  but  Tom 
wasn't  very  intelligent  in  regard  to 
matters  other  than  cows  or  horses.  So 
Deborah  was  going  in  case  a  slave 
hunter  should  stop  them.  Tom  was  just 
backing  the  horses  into  the  shafts. 

"Morning,    Miss   Deborah." 

"Hello,  Tom.  Are  you  nearly 
ready?" 

Tom  tightened  the  last  strap.  "Yes, 
miss,   everything's  ready." 

Deborah  climbed  up  into  her  seat, 
blew  a  kiss  to  her  mother  and  father; 
Tom  flipped  the  reins,  and  they  were 
off. 

The  horses  jogged  along  at  a  com- 
fortable rate,  Tom  jerking  the  reins 
once  in  a  while  to  remind  them  to  keep 
going.  Deborah  sat  very  quietly,  hoping 
that  they  would  arrive  safely,  yet  wish- 
ing that  something  exciting  would  hap- 
pen. Thus  they  traveled  for  almost  two 
hours.  Suddenly  Deborah  heard  the 
click  of  horses'  hoofs.  She  sat  upright 
and  looked  around.  A  rider  was  ap- 
proaching them.  As  he  drew  nearer, 
Deborah  recognized  Mr.  Newman,  the 
slave  hunter.  Her  heart  skipped  a  beat 
as  he  drew  alongside.  Tom  reined  in  the 
horses. 

"Good  morning,  Miss  Brown." 

"Good  morning,  Mr.  Newman," 
answered    Deborah. 

"You  haven't  seen  two  runaway 
slaves,   have  you?  " 

"No,    we   haven't.   We're   taking   this 
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load  of  hay  to  Mr.  Carson." 

"H-m-m."  Mr.  Newman  swung  his 
horse  around  and  looked  at  the  load. 
"Queer  time  of  year  to  be  carrying 
hay.  Sure  your  father  didn't  put  any- 
thing else  in  that  load?" 

"Oh  yes,  sir!  You  may  look  if  you 
want  to." 

Mr.  Newman  looked  at  her  but 
Deborah  returned  his  look  in  such  a 
straightforward  way  that  Mr.  Newman 
shook  his  head. 

"No,  thank  you,  I  don't  think  I  will. 
Thank  you  just  the  same."  And  he 
tipped  his  hat  and  rode  on. 

It  was  late  afternoon  when  Deborah 


and  Tom  drew  up  in  the  Carson's  yard. 
Mr.  Carson  came  out  to  greet  them. 

"Everything  all  right?" 

"Yes,  sir.  We  met  Mr.  Newman  but 
he  didn't  search  the  load." 

"You've  done  a  fine  task,  Deborah." 

"Thank  you,  sir,  "  and  Deborah 
turned  to  greet  Polly. 


Many,  many  years  later  a  white- 
haired  lady  amused  her  grandchildren 
by  telling  them  how  she  helped  two 
slaves,  who  w^ere  hidden  in  a  load  of 
hay,  to  escape. 

Priscilla  Allen.  *34 


Thunder  Storm 


Rain, 

Thunder,  lightning, 

A  blinding  flash. 

Jarring  the  earth,  'mid  the 

Terrific  downpour.   "That  struck 

Close!",  cried  someone  .  .  . 

Too  close,   for 

Comfort. 


Shouts — 

From  Ab  Jenkins 

Down  the  road  a 

Bit;  his  barn  had  caught 

On  fire.     He  could  only  save 

The  stock,  and  let 

The  barn  be 

Destroyed. 


Fate? 

Perhaps.   ...   Or  he 

Might  not  have  fixed 

That   loose  connection 

In  his  lightning  rod.   After 

The  storm,  I'll  get 

Busy   and 

Fix  ours. 

Howard  Britton,  '34 


Memories 

I  lean  on  this  bridge,  heavy  and  weary,  I  know  every  pebble  at  the  bottom  of 

And   my  garments   draw   me   down;  the  river. 

Once  we  dreamed  here  lightly — lightly  1    search    in    vain    for    your    face    and 

spoke,  mine — 

Our  faces  reflected  in  the  waters;  No   longer  does  the  river  reflect  them. 
I  am  alone  now —  Leo  Cote,  '35 
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The  Wind 

The    wind     came     charging     from     the      It  lashed  ever  onward. 


north — 
Sweeping  down  the  wooded  vale — 
Driving  ever  onward, 
Raging,    wild. 

Before    its   mighty    onslaught 
Trees  quaked — and  branches. 
Wrenched   asunder. 
Fell 
With    awful    splintering   crash. 


Unrelenting, 

Shrieking  in  its  fury. 

And  then  a  calm. 

The  wind 

Retreated, 

Leaving  havoc  in  its  wake. 

Miriam  Taylor,  '35 


O'Hara — Topnotch  Officer 

Ward    14  was  fast  becoming  notori-  cessant    "pounding    of   the   pavement." 

ous.     Night     after     night     stores     were  He  yearned  to  get  his  powerful  hands 

broken    into.    Although    the    merchants  on    a   thief — any   thief   would   do.    The 

complained,     cajoled,     and     threatened  clinging  wetness  of  the  rain  maddened 

the  police,  the  thieves,  as  yet,  w^ere  not  him. 

apprehended.    First   one,    then   another,  Nick  cursed  aloud  as  he  sidestepped 

and  still   another  policeman  was  given  one  puddle  only  to  go  up  to  his  ankles 

the  Ward   14  "beat."  They  all,  in  turn,  in  another.   He  was  in  no  gentle  frame 

failed    to    check    the    breaks.    With    the  of   mind   when   he   finally   rounded   the 

condition    becoming   more   serious,    the  last  corner  of  his  beat.  As  he  did  so,  he 

police     force    was     fast    becoming    the  stopped    dead    in    his    tracks,    his   gaze 


laughing-stock  of  the  town.  Finally, 
the  chief,  as  a  last  resort,  placed  his  ace 
"bluecoat,"  the  pride  of  the  county, 
— "Big  Nick"  O'Hara  on  the  job.  If 
he    failed — ! 

"Big    Nick"    realized    the    gravity    of 


riveted  to  the  door  of  Pratts'  Grocery. 
He  looked  again  to  make  sure.  By 
Jove!  there  was  a  man  "jimmying"  the 
door! 

In  plain  view  of  any  chance  passerby, 
too.  Well,   of  all  the  colossal  nerve — ! 


his  position.   He  was  being  watched  by      O'Hara     joyfully     flexed     his    muscular 

arms  in  anticipation  of  the  coming  con- 
flict. He'd  show  that  burglar  some- 
thing! 

Nick  carefully  sidled  along  the  block. 
Evidently  the  thief  was  far  too  busy  to 


the  entire  county.  He  had  to  win!  Al- 
though the  neighborhood  was  new  to 
him,  O'Hara  kept  sharp  watch  night 
after  night.  Finally,  his  patience  was 
rewarded. 


One  evening,  well  nigh  on  to  mid-  notice  anything  so  trivial  as  a  police- 
man. O'Hara  grasped  the  man  just  as 
the  door  swung  open. 

"What'sa  big  idea?"  protested  that 
individual.  He  actually  was  angry.  He 
began  to  struggle,  shouting,  "I  own 
this  store." 


night,  it  was  raining  in  a  steady  monot- 
onous manner.  The  unceasing  drip- 
drip  of  the  heavens  exasperated 
O'Hara,  who  was  too  wet  to  be  com- 
fortable. He  craved  action — action. 
Anything  would  be  better  than  the  in- 
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•*Yeah!  Well,  I'm  the  Sheen  of 
Queba,"  replied  Nick.  Huh!  that  was 
an  old  stall.  Owned  the  store  did  he? 
Huh!  "Come  along,"  growled  Nick, 
grasping  him  by  the  collar. 

"Leggo!"  the  man  furiously  lashed 
out  with  both  arms.  "You  dum  'cop- 
per.* Get  away!"  His  flailing  fists  found 
their  mark  on  Nick's  nose. 

Dump  copper,  was  he?  Well,  he'd 
show  him.  Nick  swung  his  powerful 
right.  He  thrilled  to  the  thud  of  flesh 
on  flesh.  The  man  crumpled  up  with 
that  blow,  and  slipped  to  the  wet  pave- 
ment. O'Hara  swung  the  limp  form  to 
his  shoulders,  with  visions  of  promo- 
tion, higher  pay,  and  lots  of  praise, 
before  his  eyes. 

Some  time  later.  Officer  O'Hara  de- 
posited the  still  unconscious  body  on 
the  station  floor.  With  a  flourish,  he 
said: 


"Here's  your  thief." 

The  effect  was  instantaneous  and 
entirely  contrary  to  Nick's  idea  of  "a 
conquering  hero"   welcome. 

The  chief,  stunned  into  temporary 
silence,  galvanized  into  action  with  an 
agonized,  "That's  old  man  Pratt,  you 
fool!" 

O'Hara  went  home  with  a  strange 
feeling  of  having  been  cheated.  How- 
ever, that  shock  was  as  nothing  to  the 
shock  he  received  on  hearing  that 
Pratt's  Grocery  had  been  robbed,  after 
he  left,  through  the  door  he  had  so 
obligingly  left  open.  O'Hara  is  now 
fighting  a  charge  of  assault  and  bat- 
tery, and  false  arrest,  brought  against 
him  by  the  enraged  Pratt. 

Ward  1 4  is  more  notorious  than 
ever;  and  now  that  the  ace  policeman 
has  failed — } 

Leonard  Sansone,  *35 


Tranquillity 

He  was  aware  of  an  impulse  to  worship,  not  to  pray, 
As  he  went  forth  into  a  world   of  infinite  tranquillity- 
A  world   of  soft  grey,    faintly  shot  with  rose 
That  soon  would  fade,   and  then  would  close 
A  peaceful,   happy,   restful  day. 


Something  within  him  drew  him  toward   the  shore 
Where  the  water  quietly  dreamed   among  the   rocks. 
And  a  charmed  sea  murmured  under  a  starlit  sky 
Where  a  slim  moon  shone  from  on  high. 
He  saw  and  was  content;  he  needed  nothing  more. 

Elvie  Eklund, 


35 


In  Memoriam 

Unlike     America     who     honors     her  ished     in     her     War    of    Independence 

dead   soldiers  periodically — on   Armis-  every  day. 

tice    Day    and    Memorial    Day — Lithu-  The    "Ceremony   of    Remembrance" 

ania  pays  tribute  to  the  men  who  per-  is  performed  before  a  monument  dedi- 
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cated  to  the  fallen  heroes  of  Lithuania, 
which  stands  in  the  rose  garden  sur- 
rounding the  Military  Museum  in 
Kaunas.  The  monument  is  a  simple 
one,  built  of  stones  collected  from  the 
battle  fields.  A  little  distance  away, 
are  the  graves  of  the  Lithuanian  Un- 
known Soldier  and  the  Statue  of  Lib- 
erty. The  statue  is  a  bronze  image  of 
a  young,  slender  girl,  holding  in  her 
right  hand  a  flag  and  in  her  left  hand, 
part  of  a  chain  in  which  one  link  is 
broken — (standing)  representing  the 
breaking  of  the  ties  which  chained  her 
to  Russia. 

Every  evening,  just  as  the  sun  sets 
behind  the  hills  across  the  Nemunas 
River,  a  trumpeter,  silhouetted  against 
the  crimson  sky,  issues  forth  his 
mournful  call  from  his  position  in  the 
tower  of  the  Museum.  As  the  last  clear 
note    dies    away,     a    band,     playing    a 


dirge,  marches  out  of  the  Museum  and 
in  their  wake  seven  disabled  soldiers, 
showing  the  ravages  of  war,  slowly 
advance  to  the  monument. 

All  is  silent  for  a  moment.  Then, 
while  the  band  is  playing  the  national 
anthem,  a  soldier  lowers  the  colors, 
while  another  kindles  a  fire  in  the  stone 
altar  before  the  monument.  The  music 
stops,  and  all  heads  are  bowed  in  silent 
respect.  The  band  plays  once  more 
and  retires  to  the  Museum. 

This  ceremony  is  performed  every 
evening  w^ithout  fail,  and  when  you 
think  of  those  seven  men  and  other 
citizens  paying  tribute  to  their  comrades 
in  rain  and  snow,  heat  and  cold,  you 
realize  the  gratitude,  love,  admiration 
and  respect  that  is  felt  for  all  who 
helped  win  independence  for  Lithuania, 
the  Land  of  Amber. 

Mary  Zurba,    '34 


When  Camflouage  Failed 

As  Bob  came  downstairs  one  morn-  years    had    lived    alone    except    for    a 

ing,  his  mother  called  from  the  pantry,  horse  and   his  chickens,   and  who  tink- 

where  she  was  doing  her  morning  cook-  ered   among  his  harnesses  and   around 

ing,     "Bob,     please     go     over     to    John  his  black-smith  shop  in  the  winter,  and 

Woodbury's  and  get  me  a  dozen  eggs.  carried     on     the     same     occupation     in 

I     hope     he     hasn't     already     gone     to  summer  with  the  addition   of  odd  jobs 

Elson's  to  work  as  1  have  just  used  my  about    the    estates    of    wealthy    summer 

last   egg.    Take    this   dish   and    hurry   or  residents    of    the    little    mountain    town, 

you  won't  get  any  dessert  for  dinner."  He  was  generally  a  good-natured  her- 

Bob  took  the  dish  his  mother  held  out  mit    and    liked    by    the   children    of    the 

to  him  and,  slamming  the  door  behind  neighborhood  who  visited  him  now  and 

him,   slowly  sauntered   across   the   front  then  in  search  of  eggs  for  their  respec- 

lawn.    He    knew    that    old    Mr.    Wood-  tive  mothers. 

bury,  or  "Johnny"  as  almost  everybody  Bob    took    the    path    he    always    fol- 

called  him,  was  still  at  home — had  seen  lowed  in  going  to  Johnny's,   which  led 

him  out  feeding  his  hens  not   five  min-  past     the    weatherbeaten     front     porch, 

utes    before — so    what    was    the    use    in  This   was    a    storing    place    for    the    old 

hurrying.    He   could    see   him   now,    just  mans    wagon     wheels,     sleighs,     barrel 

going  in  his  back  door,    a  gray-haired,  hoops,     and     other     such     commodities 

wrinkled-faced  old  man  who,  for  many  which  are   very  useful   and   ornamental 
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to  anything  but  a  front  porch,  and  it 
was  one  of  the  pet  concerns  of  the 
neighborhood  as  to  what  Mr.  Wood- 
bury would  resurrect  next,  to  add  to 
his  front  porch  collection.  Today  as 
Bob  passed  the  corner  of  the  house  he 
noted  that  the  sleighs  had  been  moved 
over  to  give  room  to  several  old 
trunks  and  parts  of  a  spinning  wheel 
and  he  surmised  that  Mr.  Woodbury 
must  have  been  cleaning  out  his  attic. 

Johnny  was  nowhere  to  be  seen  when 
Bob  came  'round  into  the  back  yard. 
The  door  stood  a-jar,  though,  and  on 
peering  in  he  could  see  the  old  gentle- 
man sitting  with  his  back  to  him  amid 
a  jumble  of  papers,  boxes,  rat  traps, 
canned  food,  egg  shells,  and  dust. 
So  it  had  been  for  many  years — ever 
since  Mr.  Woodbury's  wife  had  died 
and  his  only  daughter  had  moved 
away.  Bob  alw^ays  watched  the  old  man 
w^ith  admiration  as  he  came  forward 
in  answer  to  his  knock,  for  it  took  quite 
a  bit  of  skill  to  twist  and  turn  oneself 
sufficiently  enough  to  avoid  colliding 
with  one  of  the  numerous  boxes  or  the 
stove  pipe.  Today  Bob  noticed  that 
Mr.  Woodbury  seemed  gruffer  than 
usual  and  less  talkative  and  having 
counted  out  the  eggs  he  gave  Bob  a 
hasty  "Good  day"  and  closed  the  door 
in   his   face. 

Later  that  morning  Bob  decided  to 
go  for  a  swim.  It  had  grown  hotter  as 
the  morning  progressed  and  he  thought 
the  cool  river  water  would  feel  good. 
Just  below  Mr.  Woodbury's  house 
where  the  river  formed  a  bend  was  a 
small  cove,  sufficiently  deep  for  diving 
and  a  favorite  spot  among  the 
"younger  set"  of  the  neighborhood. 
It  was  there  that  Bob  was  headed  as 
he  stepped  to  the  side  of  the  road  to 
let   a   horse   and   rider   pass.    The    rider 


was  a  boy  slightly  older  than  Bob  and 
as  he  drew  near  he  recognized  him  as 
"Sid"  White.  "He  seems  to  be  in 
something  of  a  hurry,"  thought  Bob  as 
he  watched  him,  a  moment  later,  urge 
his  horse  into  a  gallop.  "1  wonder  what 
deviltry  he's  up  to  now,"  he  added,  for 
the  whole  White  family  was  known  to 
be  rather  reckless  and  they  had  been 
justly  blamed  for  many  a  stealing  in 
the  village.  However  Bob  didn't  puzzle 
long  on  the  probable  doings  of  the 
White  fellow  for  he  was  anticipating 
an  enjoyable  swim  and  even  now  could 
catch  glimpses  of  the  pool.  He  had 
only  to  cross  the  partly-crumbled  mill 
run  belonging  to  the  well-known 
Reed's  Mills  which  had,  in  years  past, 
operated  on  the  banks  of  the  river,  and 
to  go  through  a  small  grove  of  pines 
which  fringed  the  cove.  At  the  swim- 
ming hole  Bob  found  a  few  of  his  pals 
with  whom  he  enjoyed  a  good  swim 
and  then  he  sat  on  the  bank  and 
chatted.  One  of  the  boys  had  just  been 
to  the  village  and  had  picked  up  a  bit 
of  gossip. 

The  story  was  going  around  that, 
for  the  past  week,  valuable  ornamental 
pieces  had  been  disappearing  from  one 
of  the  summer  homes,  namely  Elson's. 
No  successful  investigations  concerning 
the  matter  had  yet  been  carried  out 
but  the  village  folk  "laid  it  all"  to  the 
Whites  as  it  was  their  tendency  to  do, 
when  anything  was  reported  as  miss- 
ing in  the  neighborhood.  Bob  told  of 
his  recent  encounter  with  "Sid"  White, 
but  as  none  could  make  anything  of 
any  significance  out  of  it  the  subject 
was   dropped. 

However  the  matter  of  the  thefts 
remained  an  object  for  gossip  through- 
out the  village  for  some  time.  A  week 
passed  and  nothing  more  was  reported 
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missing  from  the  Elson's,  but  also  noth- 
ing was  discovered  to  lead  to  the 
identity  of  the  thief.  Then  came  the 
appalling  news  of  the  disappearance 
of  a  very  valuable  Japanese  tapestry 
and  of  other  oriental  treasures.  From 
then  on  the  house  was  guarded  and  a 
general  search  of  the  surrounding  towns 
undertaken. 

About  this  time  let  us  turn  our  at- 
tention once  more  to  our  hero,  Bob. 
We  see  him  again  in  his  bathing  suit 
and,  as  before,  headed  toward  the 
cove.  But  this  time  it  is  from  the  heat 
of  a  summer  night  that  Bob  is  seeking 
relief.  As  he  picks  his  way  along  the 
uneven  path  he  is  glad  of  the  fact  that 
the  moon  is  unusually  bright  for  there 
are  several  rough  spots  in  the  path, 
especially  where  it  crosses  the  old 
mill-run. 

My,  what  a  lovely  scene  met  his 
eyes  as  Bob  came  out  from  under  the 
pines!  He  stood  a  moment  at  the  edge 
of  the  grove  to  take  it  in — the  clear 
rippling  water  with  the  moonlight  play- 
ing upon  it — a  most  inviting  scene.  He 
was  about  to  dive  off  but  suddenly 
changed  his  mind  and  took  a  step 
backward  into  the  shadow,  for  coming 
down  the  stream  was  a  row-boat 
manned  by  no  other  than  Mr.  Wood- 
bury. "What's  the  old  fellow  up  to 
now?  '  wondered  Bob,  rather  amused 
at  the  sight  of  the  old  man  rowing  a 
boat.  However,  he  remained  quiet  as 
the  boat  approached  the  shore  and, 
with  sudden  suspicion,  as  the  old  man 
climbed  out  of  his  boat  and  pulled  out 
after  him  a  heavy  bundle.  This  he  left 
lying  on  a  ledge  and  shuffled  off  into 
the  bushes.  Bob  waited  until  he  could 
no  longer  hear  the  footsteps  and  then 
went  over  to  examine  the  bundle.  It 
was     loosely     tied     around     with     stout 


paper  which  Bob  quickly  slipped  off. 
He  had  just  time  for  a  peek  at  the 
contents  before  he  heard  Mr.  Wood- 
bury returning  and  he  was  obliged  to 
slip  off  home  by  a  round  about  path. 

Bob  didn't  mention  his  midnight 
excursion  the  next  day  but  that  eve- 
ning he  made  his  way  once  more  to 
the  river  side  where  he  concealed  him- 
self behind  a  jutting  ledge  to  await 
whatever  might  happen.  As  he  had 
expected,  before  long,  a  boat  appeared 
and  the  old  man  landed  at  the  same 
spot  as  he  had  the  night  before.  This 
time  he  took  his  bundle  with  him  and 
Bob,  after  a  few  moments,  followed 
after  him  down  the  path.  Before  Bob 
had  reached  the  other  side  of  the  grove 
he  heard  voices  ahead  and  by  quick- 
ening his  pace  came  out  in  view  of  the 
mill  run  just  in  time  to  see  another 
figure  join  that  of  Mr.  Woodbury  be- 
fore the  two  suddenly  disappeared  into 
the  dark.  Supposing  that  they  had 
taken  a  short  cut  to  Mr.  Wood- 
bury's back  door  that  Bob  wasn't 
familiar  with,  he  decided  not  to  attempt 
further  pursuit,  but,  instead,  hurried 
home  w^here  he  related  his  story  and 
called   the   town   police. 

The  next  morning  the  town  was 
a-throb  with  news  and  excitement.  For 
now  the  mystery  of  the  thefts  had  been 
solved.  The  police  had  arrived  at 
Woodbury's  shortly  after  they  had  re- 
ceived the  call  in  the  night  and  had 
found  Mr.  Woodbury  in  the  upper  story 
of  his  house  amid  the  collection  of 
Elson's  lost  treasures.  With  him  was  a 
man  who  proved  to  be  a  significant 
figure  in  the  thefts.  It  was  discovered 
that  he  had  been  a  former  friend  of 
Mr.  Woodbury's  daughter  but  had  in 
later  life  turned  gangster.  At  the  be- 
ginning of  the  summer  he  had  come  to 
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the  old  man's  home  with  the  purpose 
in  mind  of  using  him  as  a  tool  in  the 
robbery  of  the  local  summer  estates. 
He  knew  that  the  old  hermit,  living 
amid  his  jumble  of  oddities,  would  be 
far  from  suspicion  in  any  project  of 
this  kind.  So  when  Mr.  Woodbury 
emphatically  refused  to  listen  to  any 
such  plan  the  gangster  threatened  to 
bring  harm  to  Mr.  Woodbury's  daugh- 
ter and  forced  the  old  man  to  "work" 
for  him.  That  night  he  had  come  to 
arrange  to  have  the  valuables  removed 
from  the  house  to  some  place  where 
they  would  do  him  more  good.  How- 
ever, as  we  have  seen,  things  didn't 
work  out  as  had  been  desired  but  in- 
stead the  property  was  restored  to  the 
Elson's     and     the     thief     was     put     in 


prison. 

There  was  one  other  point,  minor 
perhaps  in  importance,  but  which 
aroused  special  interest  among  the 
young  folks.  One  of  the  policemen, 
while  standing  on  guard  outside  the 
house,  stumbled  upon  the  entrance  to 
a  tunnel  which  had  been  constructed 
at  the  side  of  old  Mr.  Woodbury's  yard 
and  which  ended  in  a  section  of  the 
old  mill-run.  Through  this  Mr.  Wood- 
bury had  brought  the  spoils  from  his 
frequent  burglaries.  From  then  on  the 
young  people  used  the  tunnel  as  a 
short  cut  to  Mr.  Woodbury's  and  many 
a  lad  found  it  a  time  saver  when 
obliged  to  make  one  of  those  never- 
ceasing  errands  after  eggs. 

Miriam  Taylor,    '35 


The  Everlasting  Topic 


I    wonder   what    the    world    would    do, 

For  conversation  topics, 
If  every  day  the  weather  was 

Hot — like  in  the  tropics. 


The  banker  at  his  shiny  desk, 
Speaks  of  the  recent  freeze, 

As  does  the  vendor  in  the  street 
Calling  "Orang-ees." 


But  when  it   changes   once   a   day —  The    mistress    of    the    big    white    house 
And  sometimes  two  or  three.  Can  talk  with  perfect  ease, 

There's  something  to   be  talked  about  To  the  book-agent  at  her  door 
What  e'er  our  post  may  be.  About  that  self-same  freeze. 

And  so  it  goes  from  age  to  age 

Forever  and  a  day. 
We  all  discuss  the  weather's  whims 

To  pass  the  time  away. 

Priscilla  Allen,  '34 
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Foreign  Language  Department 


En  Hiver 


Doucement     tombent     les     larmes     de 
neige, 

Du  ciel  sans  lumiere. 
En  tournoyant,   en  flottant, 

lis  couvrent  de  blanc  la  terre. 


lis  couvrent  la  grande  ville  serree 

Dun  lange  leger  et  mol. 
lis  placent  leur  douce  caresse  de  fee 

Sur  chaque  morceau  de  sol. 

Evelyn   Russ,    '34 


Jean 

(Jean  Chanel  est  un  pauvre  tra- 
vailleur  qui  a  une  fille  malade.  Le 
docteur  dit  qu'il  faut  I'envoyer  a 
la  campagne  pour  la  guerir,  mais  Jean 
n'a  pas  assez  d'argent.  Un  jour  il 
trouve  uns  bourse  avec  beaucoup 
d'argent  dedans.  11  trouve  aussi  la 
carte  de  visite  dun  homme  tres  riche, 
a  qui  I'argent  ne  manquerait  jamais. 
Que  fait-il?) 

Jean  reste  debout  la  dans  la  nuit, 
tres  froide  et  noire,  la  bourse  a  la  main. 
11  pense  a  sa  pauvre  fille  malade  et  a 
ce  que  I'argent  pourrait  faire  pour  elle. 
Alors  il  decide  de  rendre  I'argent.  II 
commence  a  chercher  la  maison  du 
riche  M.  Legrand,  et  quand  il  la  trouve, 
une    bonne    lui    ouvre    la    porte.      Elle 


Chanel 

I'amene  a  M.  Legrand,  et  Jean  lui  dit 
qu'il  a  trouve  la  bourse,  et  qu'il  la 
rend.  L'homme  riche  le  remercie  froide- 
ment  et  lui  donne  un  cigare.  Avec  un 
salut  poli,  la  bonne  lui  montre  la 
porte. 

Le  pauvre  homme  s'eloigne  en 
chancelant  dans  la  nuit,  les  larmes 
coulant  de  ses  yeux,  amerement  deter- 
mine de  finir  tout.  Quand  il  entre  dans 
son  habitation  tres  deserte  et  tres  nue, 
il  remplit  les  crevasses  avec  des 
morceaux  de  linge.  Alors,  embrassant 
son  enfant  malade  pour  une  derniere 
fois,  il  ouvre  le  robinet  de  gaz. 

On  les  trouve  le  lendemain  matin 
— morts! 

Phyllis  Adelmann,   *34 


Bernard  Quesnel 


(Bernard  Quesnel  est  un  jeune 
homme  qui,  pour  impressionner  un 
ami,  dit  qu'il  connait  une  jeune  fille 
tres  riche  et  tres  importante.  Pour 
prouver  ce  qu'il  dit,  il  monte  les 
marches  de  sa  maison  et  sonne,  avec 
I'intention  de  dire  qu'il  se  trompe 
quand  Ion  ouvre,  Mais  c'est  elle  qui 
ouvre  la  porte  et  dit:  "Aidez-moi!  Je 
suis  en  danger!") 


"Qu'avez-vous  dit?"  demande  Ber- 
nard. 

La  fille  le  regarde  et  repond,  "Je 
suis  en  danger." 

Bernard  ne  peut  pas  comprendre  ce 
quelle  veut  dire.  Encore  il  demande: 
"Que  voulez-vous  dire?  " 

Encore  elle  dit,  "Je  suis  en  danger. 
J'ai    besoin    de    vous.    M'aiderez-vous? 
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S'il  vous  plait,  le  ferez-vous,  pour 
moi? 

"Oui,"  repond  Bernard,  "je  vous 
aiderai.  Que  faut-il  faire  d'abord?" 

"Des  amis  sont  dans  le  petit  salon 
et  ils  veulent  jouer  aux  cartes.  lis 
aiment  a  jouer  et  ils  jouent  ici  bien 
souvent." 

"Tres  bien,  mademoiselle!  Mais  vous 
avez    dit    que    vous    etiez    en    danger. 


Comment      est-il      possible      avec     des 
amis?" 

"Oui,  oui,  je  suis  en  danger  de 
perdre   mes   amis." 

"De  perdre  vos  amis?  Je  ne  com- 
prends  point." 

"Oui,  il  vous  faut  m' aider.  Trois  de 
mes  amis  sont  ici.  Trois  ne  peuvent 
pas  jouer  au  bridge.  Monsieur,  serez- 
vous   le   quatrieme?" 

John  Garlick,   '34 


La  Saisons  de  I'Annee 


Comme  il  fait  beau  a  la  campagne 
au  printemps.  Les  rouges-gorges  sont 
arrives  du  sud  et  construisent  des  nids 
aux  arbres.  Les  violettes  levent  la  tete 
sur  leurs  tiges  delicates  des  lits  ou  elles 
ont  dormi  pendant  I'hiver.  Le  ciel  est 
bleu  et  I'herbe  verte. 

En  ete  la  campagne  est  belle  aussi. 
Les  papillons  palpitent  a  travers  lair. 
Les  belles  fleurs  dans  les  jardins  sont 
toutes  en  fleur.  Souvent  il  y  a  des 
nuages  dans  le  ciel. 


En  automne  les  arbres  fruitiers  sont 
charges  de  pommes  rouges  et  de  poires. 
Les  epis  de  ble  sont  cueillis,  et  les 
citrouilles  sont  placees  pretes  pour  la 
fete  de  "Hallowe'en."  La  terre  est 
couverte  de  belles  feuilles. 

L'hiver    apporte    le    temps    froid,    la 
neige    et    la    glace,     mais    les     enfants 
anticipent  avec  plaisir  l'hiver  parce  qu'il 
leur  apporte  la  glissade  et  le  patinage. 
Cecilia  Macaulay,   '34 


Bergen 

Bergen     er    en    stor    sjostad    og     en  museum    med    vakre    parker    og    store 

nydelig    by    i    sydelige    del    av    Norge.  vide   trapper,    gress  planer,    og  statuer. 

Brygene    er    sener    av    stor    trafik    for  Botanske  haven  er  som  et  eventyrland. 

mange    fiskere    leverer   sine    fangst    ver  Teatrene    av    byen    er    som    palaser. 

dag     og    seller    fisk    paa    brygen    eller  Di  er  store,  sten  bygninger  med  tegles- 

sender   di  till  butekene.   Sjiber  fea  alle  ten  paa  taget.      Kirkene  er  ogsaa  store 

lande   kan   vi   se   komme  in   i   havn   og  og    statlige    bygninger    med    hoie    torn, 

ogsaa   mange   seiler  i   fra  brygene.    Fra  Di  er  for  de  meste  Protestantisk,  for  der 

di    mindre    brygger    gaar    fergene    med  er  bare   en   Katolsk  kirke  i   Bergen,   og 

varer  og  folk  in  til  landet  og  till  plasser  Norge  er  et  Protestantisk  land.   Det  er 

paa  kysten.  herligt  at  vokne  paa  en  Sondag  morgen 

1    sentrum    av    byen    er    brede    gater  at     hore     klokernes     klang     over     hele 

med    mange,    store    butiker    og    stadens  byen. 

bygninger,       skoler,       biblioteker,       og  Byen      har      musik      haller,      mange 

nydelige    hjem.    Der   er    ogsaa    en    stor,  musikantere,    orkestre,    og   sangere    og- 

pen    gjernbanstation.    Bergen    har    flere  saa.  I  en  park  av  byen  spiller  musiken  i 
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blank  uniform  ver  dag,  untagen  i  colde  fattig  kvarterer  og  fattigdom  likesaavel 
vinter  dager — Benker  er  plaseret  runt  som  andre  byer,  men  lad  os  bare  tale 
omkring  i  parken  vor  folk  kan  sitte  og  om  byens  sjbnhet.  Nor  en  person 
nyde   av   dens   herlige   toner.  besoker  Bergen  vet  ban  at  ban  er  i  det 

Naturligvis    Bergen    bar    sniuger    og      sjoneste  land  i  verden. 

Eleanor  Oen,   '35 


La  Mort  de  Vitalis 


La    nuit    vient,    et    il    fait    tres    froid.  question  est  tres  triste.   Le  petit  gargon 

Dans  la  rue  vient  un  homme,   Avec  lui  n'a   pas   un   sou   ni   Thomme   non   plus, 

sont     un     petit     gar^on     et     un     cbien.  Leur    condition    est    critique,     certaine- 

L'bomme  s'appelle  Vitalis,  le  gargon  et  mant.  D'ailleurs,  ils  ont  sommeil.  Ainsi 

le   cbien   s'appellent   Remi   et   Capi.    Ils  ils  se  coucbent  derriere  une  palissade  et 

sont  tres  fatigues  et  ils  ont  grande  faim.  ils    se    couvrent    de    paille.    Pendant    la 

lis  ne  mangent   pas   depuis   longtemps,  nuit   Vitalis  meurt. 

et    ils    ont    voyage    toute    la    journee.  Par    bonbeur,    le    cbien,    Capi,    s'est 

Vitalis  est  le  plus  fatigue  parce  qu'il  est  coucbe     sur    la    poitrine    de    Remi     et 

tres  vieux  et  faible.   La  groupe  marcbe  Remi  ne  meurt  pas.  Grace  a  Capi,  Remi 

jusqu'a  la  nuit.  vit,   mais  sans  son  maitre.   Un  jour  ou 

Alors   Vitalis    ne    peut    plus.    Pauvre  I'autre    Remi     recompensera    Capi     de 

bomme,    il    est    epuise.    Mais,    ou    iront-  lui  avoir  sauve  la  vie. 
ils?     Ils  n'ont  pas  de  logement.     Cette  Jennie   Pavilonis,    '35 


Mes  Peines 

J'ai  un  grand  appetit,  J'etudie  bien  en  toutes  les  cboses, 

I  sit  all  day  and  eat  and  eat.  But    my    marks    are    low    at    tbe    time 

tbey  close. 
J'aime  me  coucber  tout  le  temps, 
And    save    my   strengtb    for    tbe   Junior      Parler  frangais  est  tres  facile. 

Prom.  My  teacher  says  it  makes  one  feel, 

Tres  jeune   et  plein   de  joie  de  la  vie, 
But  witb  tbe  teacber  I  can't  agree. 
Louis  Prager,   '35 


Ma  Chatte 

Je   suis   amateur   des    animaux,    mais  gerais  pas   la   mienne   contre   n  importe 

je     n'ai     quune     favorite,     une     cbatte.  quel  cbien. 

Quelques     personnes     croient     que     les  Ma    cbatte    est    tres    intelligent;    elle 

cbiens   sont   meilleurs  que   les  cbats,    et  comprend  tout.  Elle  ne  vient  a  moi  que 

plus    intelligents.    Eb   bien,    je    n'ecban-  quand  je  I'appelle  par  son  nom,  Peppy. 
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Elle  s'appelle  Peppy  parce  que  quand 
elle  etait  petite,  elle  etait  tres  vive. 
Elle  jouait  avec  une  balle  et  avec 
toutes  les  cordes  qu'elle  pouvait 
trouver. 

Quand  elle  a  faim,  elle  fait  ronron 
et  puis  marche  au  garde-manger.  C'est 
tres  amusant.  Elle  est  tres  fastidieuse 
et  refuse  de  boire  le  lait;  il  me  faut 
lui    donner    la    creme.       Avant    de    lui 


donner  un  morceau  de  viande,  je  la 
force  de  se  lever  sur  les  pattes  de 
derriere. 

L' autre  raison  que  j'aime  ma  chatte 
est  qu'elle  est  belle.  C'est  une  petite 
chatte  d' angora.  Elle  a  une  longue 
queue  touffue  et  les  yeux  bleus,  avec 
des  barres  noires  et  blanches  et  grises 
dans  son  poil. 

Dorothy  Hoffman,  '34 


Une  Comparison 

II   y   a   de   grandes   differences   entre  qui   est   tres   monotone.      Le   gouverne- 

la  vie  dans  une   grande  ville  et  la  vie  ment    d'une    grande    ville    a    plus    de 

dans  un  village.  fonctionnaires  que  celui  d'un  village. 

La  premiere  difference  est  la  popu-  Le  village  a  moins  de  gens  et  son 
lation  et  le  gouvernement.  Dans  une  gouvernement  est  simple.  La  vie  est 
grande  ville  il  y  a  beaucoup  d'habitants,  tranquille  et  harmonieuse.  11  y  a  beau- 
par  exemple,  a  New  York.  New  York  coup  de  beaux  perspectives.  11  y  a  des 
est  une  grande  ville  cosmopolitaine  avec  annees,  les  habitudes  et  les  moeurs  des 
une  population  de  sept  millions.  Ses  gens  dans  les  villages  n'etaient  pas 
demeures  sont  compactes.  Beaucoup  de  comme  ceux  des  grandes  villes,  mais 
gens  n'aiment  pas  la  vie  dans  une  les  inventions  du  journal,  du  telephone, 
grande  ville  mais  c'est  la  ou  se  trouvent  du  telegraphe,  de  I'auto  et  surtout  du 
les  meilleures  postes.  On  voit  structure  T.  S.  F.  et  du  cinema  ont  aide 
apres   structure    de    grands   edifices,    ce  le  progres  du  village. 

Beatrice  Molinari,  *34 


Les  Chiens 


D'abord  il  faut  dire  que  les  chiens 
sont  des  animaux  tres  fideles  et 
courageux.  lis  sont  aussi  tres  intelli- 
gents.  Beaucoup  de  personnes  aiment 
les  chiens  et  il  y  en  a  d'autres  qui  les 
detestent.  Les  chiens  sont  venus  au 
secours  beaucoup  de  fois.  Voici  une 
conversation  imaginaire  entre  un 
caniche  et  un  Saint-Bernard. 

Le  caniche  parle:  "Je  suis  gonfle 
d'orgueil  de  mon  apparence.  Je  suis 
blanc,  tres  petit  et  tres  joli.  11  y  a 
beaucoup  de  choses  que  je  ne  peux  pas 
faire  parce  que  ma  maitresse  me  traite 
comme   un   enfant  gate.   Ce  que  j'aime 


mieux  est  d'abord  mon  coin  chaud, 
alors  mon  coussin  mou  et  enfin  me 
promener  en  voiture  avec  ma 
maitresse." 

Maintenant  le  Saint-Bernard  parle: 
"Mon  lieu  natal  est  dans  les  Alpes.  Je 
demeure  a  Saint-Bernard.  Je  vais  tou- 
jours  a  la  recherche  des  voyageurs 
quand  il  y  a  une  tempete  de  neige.  Je 
suis  tres  heureux  quand  je  trouve  un 
voyageur  en  detresse  et  qui  a  besoin 
d'aide.  Je  suis  aussi  gonfle  d'orgeuil, 
mais  a  cause  de  ma  force.  J'ai  sauve 
le  vie  dun  grand  nombre  de  per- 
sonnes." 

Gussie  Kravitz,  *34 


26 


THE  ARGUENOT 


The  Arguenot  Meeting 

The  Arguenot  Staff  had  the  honor  Norwood  has  received  the  award,  and 
of  having  the  last  meeting  of  the  South-  we  are  very  proud  of  our  achievement, 
eastern  League  of  School  Publications  After  the  business  meeting,  depart- 
at  the  Norwood  Senior  High  School  on  mental  meetings  were  held.  About  six 
January  1  7.  o'clock  (after  the  departmental  meet- 
After  registering  in  the  front  cor-  ings)  the  guests  went  to  the  lunch 
ridor,  our  guests  were  ushered  to  the  toom  where  supper  was  served.  Then, 
gymnasium.  Ray  Beaton,  the  president  all  went  to  the  gymnasium  where  an- 
of  the  league,  presided  at  the  meeting,  other  business  meeting  was  held.  The 
After  his  words  of  appreciation  were  speakers  at  this  meeting  were  Mr.  Her- 
extended  to  Miss  James,  the  faculty  bert  Archibald,  principal  of  the  Nor- 
adviser,  and  to  the  Arguenot  Staff  for  wood  Senior  High  School,  and  Mr. 
the    cordial    welcome,     he    turned    the  John   Alcott. 

meeting  over  to  Mr.  Hayden  who  wel-  The  Dramatic  Club  helped  to  make 

comed  the  group  to  the  Norwood  High  the   meeting   a   success   by   dramatizing 

School.   Then   Mr.    Leonard  W.    Grant,  the  play  "Luncheon  at  Six."      The  cast 

Superintendent  of  Schools  in  Norwood,  was  as  follows: 

gave   an   interesting   talk   to   the   group.  Lois   Osborn    Marion    Maguire 

A  very  important  part  of  this  meeting  John  Osborn John  Garlick 

was  the  awarding  of  the  shields  to  the  Dolly  Osborn Eleanor  Holman 

best  school   paper  and   the  best  school  Mary   Wilcox    Esther    Mazzola 

magazine  published  in   the  year    1932-  Edgar  Barton Frank  Bartucca 

33.  Watertown  was  awarded   the  prize  George  Stewart Martin  Wallace 

for  the  newspaper  and  Norwood  for  the  After  an  hour  of  dancing,   the  meet- 
magazine.  This  is  the  second  year  that  ing  was  concluded. 

Assemblies 

We    were    fortunate    in    having    with  who   spoke   to   us.    He   gave   us   a   very 

us  at    one   of   our   assemblies   this   term  humorous    as    well    as    a    very    helpful 

Mr.   Toye,    the   editor   of   the  Traveler,  talk. 
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At  another  assembly  we  were  enter- 
tained by  the  girls'  vocal  chorus  and 
by  members  of  the  orchestra  under  the 
direction  of  Professor  Dethier.  This 
assembly  was  enjoyed  by  everyone  and 
the  desire  that  we  might  have  more 
music  at  future  assemblies  was  ex- 
pressed. We  greatly  appreciate  the 
work  that  Professor  Dethier  is  doing 
for  our  school. 


On  March  1 0,  we  had  our  honor 
roll  assembly  for  the  third  term.  Again 
the  Seniors  were  successful  in  winning 
the  scholarship  cup  although  both  the 
Juniors  and  the  Sophomores  offered 
exceedingly  keen  competition.  The 
standing  of  the  school  as  regards  the 
honor  roll  is  at  present  very  com- 
mendable. We  hope  it  will  continue  to 
be  so. 


Dramatic  Club 


The  Dramatic  Club  under  the  super- 
vision of  Miss  Gray  is  having  a  very 
successful  year.  We  hope  that  the  good 
work  of  the  members  will  continue. 

At  the  opening  meeting  six  veterans 
of  last  year's  Dramatic  Club  supplied 
the  entertainment.  They  presented  the 
play,  "Meet  the  Countess."  The  cast 
was  as  follows; 

Marion  Maguire Peggy  Bain 

Esther  Mazzola Annie 

Evelyn  Russ Mrs.  Bain 

Eleanor  Holman Mrs.  Allen 

Evelyn  Salmon Countess  Olga 

This  fine  production  was  coached  by 
Mary  K.   Connolly. 

The  club  will  long  remember  the 
initiation  party  which  took  place  in 
November.  Everyone  was  requested  to 
wear  a  costume.  First  of  all,  there  was 
a  grand  march  and  the  judges.  Miss 
Gray,  Esther  Mazzola,  Cecelia  Macau- 
lay,  and  Mary  Connolly  selected  the 
three  best  costumes.  A  prize  was 
awarded  to  each  one. 

Much  credit  is  due  to  Esther  Maz- 
zola, Cecelia  Macaulay  and  Mary 
Connolly  who  made  out  the  individual 
initiation  stunts.  Everyone  laughed  and 
had  a  good  time  except  the  one  who 
was   doing    the   stunt. 


At  the  Thanksgiving  Assembly  the 
Dramatic  Club  furnished  most  of  the 
entertainment.  The  play  that  was  pre- 
sented at  the  assembly  was,  "It  Could 
Have  Been  Worse.  '  The  cast  was: 

Esther   Mazzola Ellen  Cramer 

John  Cassidy Bud  Cramer 

Eleanor  Holman Mrs.  Cramer 

John  Garlick Mr.  Cramer 

Helen  Shimsky Just  Joy 

Miles  Brown Messenger 

The  Dramatic  Club  helped  the 
Arguenot  Staff  in  making  the  Arguenot 
Staff  Supper  a  success  by  presenting  the 
play,  "Luncheon  for  Six."  The  cast 
consisted  of: 

Marion  Maguire Lois  Osborn 

Eleanor  Holman Mrs.   Osborn 

John  Garlick Mr.  Osborn 

Frank  Bartucca Mr.    Burton 

Esther   Mazzola    Mary   Wilcox 

Michael  Wallace Steward 

The  Christmas  Play  was  put  on  by 
the  Sophomore  Members  at  the  as- 
sembly. The  play,  "Where  Lies  the 
Child"  was  given  and  the  cast  was: 

Ralph  Harrison Mr.  Blair 

Mary  Lopez Mrs.  Blair 

Nelson    Hepburn    Jack 

Marion   Flynn Ruth 

Marie  Gotovitch     Great  Aunt  Amanda 
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For  the  Pageant 

Celia  Maloof The  Virgin  Ruth   Maguire Early  Christian 

Arthur    Elwell    St.    Joseph  John  Nash Bishop 

Herbert   Baker        "l  Priscilla  Wise Puritan  Girl 

Robert  Rathbun      \.     Three  Wise  Men  Helen    Rafuse    Angel 

Frank  Molinari        J 


Senior  Class  Notes 


Several  class  meetings  were  held 
before  the  Senior  Prom  to  arouse  inter- 
est in  that  function.  After  all  returns 
for  the  dance  had  been  made,  a  ticket 
to  the  Class  Play  was  awarded  to  those 
members  of  the  class  who  had  sold  the 
greatest  number  of  Prom  tickets. 

On  February  8  and  9,  the  Senior 
Class  Play  was  presented  at  the  Junior 
High  School  Auditorium  at  8  o'clock. 
The  name  of  the  play  was  "The 
Queen's  Husband"  written  by  Robert 
E.  Sherwood.  Mr.  Kenneth  Reardon 
coached  the  play.  Mr.  Butler  was  the 
general  supervisor.      In   the   cast  were: 


Blanche  Holman,  Mary  Uzdawinis, 
Phyllis  Adelman,  Evelyn  Russ,  Dorothy 
Hoffman,  John  Cassidy,  John  Garlick, 
Charles  Stone,  Edward  Leary,  Brownie 
Vasilianskas,  Frank  Bartucca,  Arthur 
Cook,  Clement  MacCormack,  and  John 
Luoko.  The  high  school  orchestra  con- 
ducted by  Professor  J.  V.  Dethier 
played  some  musical  selections. 

A  class  tax  drive  was  held  during 
the  first  week  in  March. 

On  February  1  6,  those  members  who 
had  ordered  class  pins  received  them 
from  President  Arthur  Cook. 


Junior  Class  Notes 

On  December  8th  the  annual  Junior  The  orchestra  engaged  for  the  eve- 
Prom,  was  held  in  the  High  School  ning  was  "Spike  and  His  Musical 
gymnasium.  Decorations  were  in  red  Tacks.  "  Refreshments  were  enjoyed 
and  silver,  the  colors  of  the  class  of  during  the  course  of  the  evening  and 
'35.  Mrs.  Taylor,  Mrs.  Billingham,  and  the  dance  ended  at  a  quarter  of  twelve. 
Miss  Briggs  were  present  as  matrons. 


Sophomore  Notes 

On  Friday,  March  2nd  an  interesting  High   team,    upholding   the  affirmative, 

debate  was  held  between  the  members  included:     Elmer     March,     John     Nash, 

of  the  Sophomore  Classes  of  Norwood  Richard  Ready.  There  was  no  decision. 

High  School  and  Boston  Latin  School,  On     December     23rd,     an     excellent 

on  the  subject:  Resolved:  A  system  of  play,  entitled,   "Where  Lies  the  Child", 


Compulsory  Athletics  is  better  training 
for  Life's  Activities  than  a  system  of 
Required   Military  Drill.   The  Norwood 


was  presented  by  the  Sophomore  Class, 
under  the  able  supervision  of  Miss 
Orelle    J.    Gray.       A    well    chosen    cast 
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proved  that  the  Sophomore  Class  is 
exceptionally  talented  in  this  sort  of 
work.   The  cast  included: 

Herbert  Baker Wise  Man 

John   Nash    Bishop 

Nelson    Hepburn    Jack 

Marie  Gotovitch     Great  Aunt  Amanda 

Marion   Flynn    Ruth 

Ralph  Harrison Mr.  Blair 

Arthur    Elwell     Joseph 

Celia   Maloof Mary 

Mary  Lopes    Mrs.    Blair 

Marion    Rafuse    Angel 

Priscilla  B.   Wise Puritan   Girl 

Frank  Mollinari  )  ,„,.       j^- 

Cady  Rathbun     \ 

Ruth   Maguire Early  Christian 


That  gala  event  known  as  the  Sopho- 
more Party  took  place  on  February  1  6, 
1934.  The  entertainment  was  started 
off  by  a  tap  dance  by  Marjorie  Crouse, 
of  the  Sophomore  Class,  and  a  short 
sketch  entitled,  "Who's  Afraid  of  the 
Big,  Bad  Wolf,"  with  an  excellent  cast 
of  sophomores.  This  was  followed  by 
refreshments  for  all. 

For  the  dancing,  music  was  furnished 
by  Dana  Everett  and  his  orchestra. 

The  Sophomore  Class  thinks  that  this 
party  was  successful,  both  from  a 
monetary  and  an  entertaining  stand- 
point. 


Alumni  Notes 


Lulu  Pavilonis,  '33,  is  employed  at 
the  Morrill  Ink  Works. 

Elizabeth  Costello,  '33,  is  attending 
Framingham  Teacher's  College. 

Grace  Purchase,  '33,  works  at  the 
Norwood    Press. 

John  Johnson,  '33,  belongs  to  the 
Civilian  Conservation  Corps. 

Robert  Wood  of  the  1933  class  is 
working  at  Bird   &  Son. 

The  Alice  Shop  is  the  place  of  em- 
ployment of  Catherine  Keefe,  '33. 

Dorothy  Badger  of  the  class  of  1932 
is  a  student  at  the  Brockton  Hospital. 


Joseph  and  WilHam  Ryan,  '32,  are 
students  at  Boston  College. 

Helen  Conroy,  also  a  member  of  the 
class  of  1932  is  working  at  Mansfield's. 

George  J.  Versakas,  son  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  George  Versakas,  of  564  Pleasant 
Street,  a  sophomore  at  Tufts  College, 
will  take  part  in  "The  Lawless,"  a 
four-act  drama  written  by  Professor 
Morse  of  the  Tufts  College  Faculty  and 
to  be  presented  by  Pen  Paint  and 
Pretzels,  the  senior  honorary  dramatic 
society  on  April   19  and  20. 


f^ 

Ki^K^''" 

30 


THE  ARGUENOT 


Basket  Ball 


Alas,  but  it  seems  to  be  the  destiny 
of  every  school  to  have,  every  so  many 
years,  a  poor  team  in  some  sport  or 
other  activity.  This  year  basket  ball 
suffered  a  severe  set-back  at  Norwood. 
Explanation  of  our  teams  failure  would 
be  folly  because  our  coaches  have  tried 
to  discover  the  trouble  but  their  efforts 
appear  to  be  fruitless.  Two  wins  in  nine 
is  not  the  best  record  ever  established 
at  Norwood. 

We  are  quite  certain,  however,  that 
the  boys  and  coaches  will  not  offer  the 
alibi  that  they  have  taken  up  "character 
building"  because  we  know  that  they 
were  playing  their  hardest  and  had  the 
desire  to  win  every  minute  of  every 
game.  We  also  know,  moreover,  that 
a  good  attempt  is  all  we  can  expect 
from  any  team  that  represents  Norwood 

High. 

Norwood  17 — Natick  33 

With  almost  all  of  its  best  players 
ineligible,  Norwood  was  handed  a  33- 
1  7  defeat  from  Natick  in  the  first  game 
of  the  season.  Lacking  the  smoothness 
of  Natick  in  almost  every  capacity, 
Norwood  was  unable  to  cope  with  the 
agility  of  the  Natick  clan. 


Natick  scored  almost  at  will  with 
.mart  passing  and  an  eagle  eye  for  the 
basket.  Corkery,  of  Natick,  sent  the 
ball  through  the  strings  six  times  from 
the  floor  to  capture  high  honors  for 
the  day.  Harrison  and  Linnehan  were 
the  stars  for  the  home  team. 

Norwood  23 — Dedham  26 

Norwood  almost  provided  a  big  up- 
set when  it  came  from  behind  to  almost 
defeat  the  highly  praised  Dedham  out- 
fit, and  actually  scored  more  goals  from 
the  floor,  but  Dedham  took  care  to 
sink  all  their  free  throws,  and  walked 
off  the  floor  with  a  26-23  victory. 

Dedham  enjoyed  an  11-3  margin  at 
the  half,  but  Norwood  came  back  in 
the  third  and  fourth  periods  with  rallies 
which  almost  netted  them  a  victory. 

Smith  of  Dedham  was  high  scorer 
with  1  1  points  while  Peterson  was  high 
man  for  Norwood  with  6. 

Norwood  29 — Essex  28 

Norwood  finally  managed  to  win  an- 
other basket  ball  game,  after  coming 
from  behind  to  defeat  Essex  Aggies 
29-28.  Joe  Donovan  shot  the  winning 
basket  with  but  seconds  to  play. 
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Bader,  Peterson,  and  Lindfors  did 
most  of  the  scoring  for  Norwood,  but 
Donovan's  last  minute  basket  was  as 
valuable  as  all  the  others  put  together. 

Rindell  and  Desmond  were  high 
scorers  for  the  Aggies  getting  1  5  points 
between   them. 

Norwood  28 — Coyle  26 

With  Peterson  and  Bader  paving  the 
way  with  23  points  between  them, 
Norwood's  ill-fated  basket  ball  team 
managed  to  win  it's  first  victory  of  the 
season  by  downing  Coyle  High  of 
Taunton    28-26. 

With  the  taste  of  two  defeats  still  in 
their  minds  Norwood  fought  from  the 
opening  whistle,  and  was  finally 
rewarded  with  a  victory  after  coming 
from  behind  3  or  4  times  during  the 
game.  Peterson  was  the  leading  sharp- 
shooter with  a  total  of   1  3  points. 


Norwood  22 — Framingham  23 

With  only  seconds  to  play  and  Nor- 
wood leading  22-21  it  seemed  as  if  the 
home  boys  would  manage  to  capture 
their  second  victory  of  the  current  sea- 
son, but  a  foul  was  called  against  Nor- 
wood, and  the  Framingham  boy  put 
the  game  on  ice  by  sinking  both  tries. 
The  game  was  close  all  the  way,  and 
Norwood  enjoyed  a  one  point  advan- 
tage at  the  half. 

Lindfors  had  the  best  eye  for  Nor- 
wood w^hile  Kinson  was  Framingham's 
best.  Both  scored  1 0  points  for  their 
respective  teams. 
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Track 


Track  at  Norwood  High  has  cer- 
tainly increased  in  large  proportions  as 
the  popular  sport  on  the  hill  top.  This 
year  is  probably  the  first  year  that  Nor- 


field  events  pulled  the  Norwood  team 
through.  It  might  be  well  stated  at  this 
time,  however,  that  in  practice  and 
meets   the   boys   in   the   running   events 


wood  has  ever  gone  in  for  indoor  track  have   shown    rapid    and    vast   improve- 
in    a    serious    attitude;    new    equipment  ment  and  are  due  to  share  the  honors, 
and  high  enthusiasm  among  the  student  At  this  time  too,   it  seems  fitting  to 
body  are  the  principal  reasons  for  the  voice   the  student  body's  applause   for 
action. 

So    far,    we    have    competed    in    two 


indoor  meets;  in  both  instances  we 
entered  the  underdog,  due  to  our  in- 
experience in  indoor  running,  and  both 
times  our  tracksters  "walked  off"  with 
first  honors.  The  first  meet  was  a  tri- 
meet  with  Lexington-Dedham-Nor- 
wood,  the  second  between  Hyde  Park- 


Mr.  Wheeler,  our  stern  and  patient 
coach,  who  has  brought  the  track 
ability  of  our  boys  to  the  fore.  The 
excellent  leadership  of  Captain  Trama- 
vitch,  whose  versatility  serves  as  the 
back-bone  of  the  team,  should  be  an 
incentive  to  boys  in  the  school  to  go  out 
for  track  and  enjoy  its  physical  benefit 
along   with   service   to    Norwood    High. 


Norwood.    Exceptional   strength   in   the     Watch  Norwood  on  the  track — ! 
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Girls' 

The  opening  game  of  the  basket  ball 
season  was  played  with  Wellesley  at 
the  Wellesley  Gymnasium. 

This  was  a  class  game  in  which  the 
three  teams,  a  sophomore,  junior,  and 
senior,  all  lost.  The  end  of  the  sad 
story:  Wellesley  Seniors  7,  Norwood 
Seniors  5  ;  Wellesley  Juniors  1  7,  Nor- 
wood Juniors  2 ;  and  the  Sophomores 
on  the  short  end  of  a  2  1  - 1  7  score. 

The  Varsity  and  Second  Team 
played  Natick  as  their  first  opponent 
at  the  Norwood  Gym.  The  Varsity 
players,  led  by  Captain  and  forward 
Annie  Katz  got  off  to  a  good  start  by 
winning  24-16.  Players  on  the  Varsity 
are: 


Sports 

Annie  Katz,  right  forward;  Frances 
Turner,  left  forward;  Gertrude  Tanney- 
hill,  center;  Frances  Feeney,  side 
center;  Ella  Daily,  right  guard;  Alice 
Lee,   left  guard. 

The  Second  Team  also  emerged  vic- 
torious scoring  21  points  to  Natick's 
13. 

For  the  next  game  on  Feb.  1  5,  the 
teams  journeyed  to  Belmont.  The  sec- 
ond team  again  won  23-15  in  an  excit- 
ing game.  The  Varsity,  with  K.  Costello 
replacing  E.  Daily  as  guard  lost  a  well 
fought  game  by  one  point.  After  tying 
the  score  several  times  and  even  taking 
the  lead,  Norwood  narrowly  lost  out 
in  the  end  20-19. 
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JOKES 


Answers  to  Questions  in  Last  Edition 


1.  Peacocks    don't    lay    eggs;    pea- 
hens do. 

2.  A  truck  driver  on  a  rainy  day. 

3.  When    Joseph    served    in    Pha- 
roah's  court. 

4.  Only  babies  are  born  there. 

5.  The    longest    distance    between 
two  given  points. 

6.  As  the  father  of  animal  crackers. 

7.  The  one  who  takes  orders  from 
nobody. 

8.  Very  well. 

9.  Nickles. 

1 0.    A  big  automobile. 
1  1 .    Little  sailors. 


12.  He  has  sprained  his  ukelele 
finger. 

1  3.  In  the  old  days  they  gassed  on 
the  step. 

14.    In  the  hatchways! 

1  5.    Lumber  jackets. 

1 6.  The  nut  behind  the  steering 
wheel. 

1  7.    Yes;   especially  ten  spots. 

1 8.  When  a  friend  tries  to  borrow 
money  he  is  an  acquaintance. 

1  9.    He  is  riding  yet. 

20.  If  you  pay  25  cents  for  25  cents 
worth  of  food,  it's  a  lunch;  but  if  you 
pay  $1.25  for  25  cents  worth,  it's  a 
luncheon. 


Who  Knows? 


1.  What  is  a   polygon? 

2.  When  is   the   only   time  a  horse 
gets  scared  nowadays? 

3.  What  is  it  that  an  elephant  has 
that  no  other  animal  has? 

4.  Who  is  the   flightiest  woman   of 
today? 

5.  What    is    the    best    definition    of 
courtship? 

6.  What   is   the   most    fundamental 
characteristic  of  a  politician? 

7.  Why   didn't   she    get    him   when 
she  threw  herself  at  him? 

8.  Who  was  Joan  of  Arc? 

9.  What  are  peas  contained  in? 

1  0.    Does  Mars  interfere  with  things 
on  this  planet? 


1  1 .  How  far  is  it  from  Norwood  to 
Hong-Kong? 

12.  Where  is  Berlin? 

1 3.  In  the  newest  diction,  what  is 
a  farmer? 

14.  What  are  Roman  numerals? 

15.  When  will  a  Scotchman  swim 
the  English  Channel? 

1 6.  What  familiar  phrase  is  sug- 
gested when  the  waiter  spills  a  bowl  of 
soup  over  his  patrons  head? 

1  7.  What  is  the  greatest  thing  in  the 
world? 

The  answers  to  these  questions  will 
be  found  on  page  35.  Answer  to  the 
questions  in  the  last  edition  are  above. 
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Said  the  bumptious  young  man,  "I'm 
a  very  good  thought  reader.  I  can  tell 
exactly  what  anyone  is  thinking." 

Said  the  other,  "In  that  case,  I  beg 
your  pardon." — Ex. 


Dentist:  Open  wider  please, — , 
wider. 

Patient:  A- A- A- Ah. 

Dentist  (inserting  rubber  gag,  towel 
and  several  sponges)  :  How's  your 
family? — Ex. 


Professor  at  Senior  Chorus:  "The 
sopranos  sing  quite  well;  the  tenors 
don't  sing  at  all;  the  altos  I  can't  hear; 
and  the  basses  sing  everything  but 
what's  in  the  book.  Outside  of  that,  it's 
perfect." — Ex. 


Teacher  (to  a  pupil  who  had  just 
finished  an  oral  report  on  the  life  of 
a  man)  :  You  should  have  stood  in 
front  of  the  room  until  he  died. — Ex. 


"Goodness,  George!  This  is  not  our 
baby!  This  is  the  wrong  carriage." 

"Shut  up!  This  is  a  better  carriage." 
—Ex. 


Teacher  (to  class)  :  Those  that  are 
writing  oral  reports  will  give  them  Fri- 
day.— Ex. 


A  gym  teacher  sent  the  leaders  of 
each  file  in  gym  to  get  dumb-bells  for 
exercises.  Each  girl  returned  with  one 
dumb-bell.  The  teacher,  exasperated, 
shouted,  "You  dumb-bells  know  you 
always  used  two  girls  before.  " — Ex. 


Vicar:  "How  did  you  get  that  black 
eye,  Mrs.  York?" 

Mrs.  York:  "Well,  sir,  me  'usband 
came  out  of  prison  last  Toosday  and 
seeing  it  was  is  birthday,  I  wished  im 
many    appy  returns." — Ex. 


Three  Welshmen  in  an  inn  praising 
a  glass  of  beer. 

First  Man:  "Best  glass  of  beer  I 
never  tasted — no  better." 

Second  Man:   "So  did  I,   neither." 

Third  Man:  "Neither  did  I,  too." — 
Ex. 


Teacher  (to  pupils  doing  special 
work  while  others  are  typing)  :  "I'll  try 
and  talk  with  my  mouth  so  you  can 
hear  me." — Ex. 


Teacher:  "What's  going  on  over 
there?" 

Pupil:  "My  fountain  pen  works." 
—Ex. 


Extracts  from  Newspapers 

Editor  expressing  indignation  at  the 
manner  of  burial  of  a  woman  who  had 
committed  suicide  says:  "She  was 
buried  like  a  dog  with  her  clothes  on." 

"The  poem  we  publish  in  this  week's 
Herald  was  written  by  an  esteemed 
friend — now  for  many  years  in  the 
grave  for  his  own  amusement." 


"A  carload  of  brick  came  in  for  a 
walk  in  the  park." 

Of  a  wrecked  vessel:  "The  only 
passengers  were  T.  B.  Nathan,  who 
owned  three-fourths  of  the  cargo  and 
the   captain's   wife." 


Advertisements  from  Newspapers 

"Widow  in  comfortable  circum- 
stances w^ishes  to  marry  tw^o  sons." 

"Annual  sale  now  on;  don't  go  else- 
where to  be  cheated;  come  in  here.  " 

"A  boy  wanted  who  can  open  oysters 
with  a  reference." 

"For  sale — an  excellent  young  horse, 
would  suit  any  timid  lady  or  gentle- 
man with  a  long  silver  tail." 
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Definitions 

Education  is  the  sum  total  of  all  the  Daylight  saving  is  a  bank, 

things  we  haven't  i)een   taught.  Flattery  is  a  sort  of  moral  peroxide 

A  nightmare  is  ^"inilkman's  horse.  — it  turns  many  a  woman's  head. 
Brockton  Fair  is  a  w^eather  report. 


until 


Answers  to  Questions  in  This  Edition 

1  1 .  Call  up  the  American  Automo- 
bile Association. 

12.  In  New  York,  writing  a  new 
song. 

1  3.  A  **landologist"  or  a  "grow- 
ologist." 

1 4.  Athletic  awards  at  the  Univer- 
sity at  Rome. 

15.  When  they  put  a  toll  bridge 
over  it. 

16.  "From  soup  to  nuts.** 
1  7.    Applesauce. 


1 .  A  dead   parrot. 

2.  When  he  meets  another  horse. 

3.  Little  elephants. 

4.  The  aviatrix. 

5.  A    man    chases    a    woman 
she  catches  him. 

6.  If  he  holds  the  key  to  a  situation 
he  prefers  to  pick  the  lock. 

7.  A   woman    never   hits   what    she 
throws  at. 

8.  The  wife  of  Noah. 

9.  Cans. 
1  0.    Mars-in-Iaw  do. 
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Exchanges 

The  fight's  on  folks!    rm  sure  if  you  The  tiny  bullet  coming  straight  at  us 

stand  by  you  won't  miss  a  thing.  This  is    "The   Semaphore  "    from   Stoughton. 

bomb  looks  dangerous.  Well,  if  it  isn't  The  School  Notes  are  fine  and  there  are 

our    old    stand-by    "The    Abbis"    from  also  several  clever  literary  attempts. 

Abington.  The  stories  are  very  humor-  Here    comes    the    clever    little    "Bul- 

ous  and  original  as  usual.   Particularly,  letan."  This  paper  must  be  very  inter- 

"A  Miracle  In  Return"  and  "The  Con-  esting    to    Watertownites    as    it    is    just 

queror."  The  Book  Comments  also  add  bubbling  over  with  school  news, 

a  certain  distinction  to  this  publication.  What's  this  booming  toward  us?   It's 

Here's  a  fast  number  which  looks  to  "The     Wampatuck"      from     Braintree. 


be  Attleboro's  "Blue  Owl."  We  take  it, 
your  school  is  filled  with  budding  car- 
toonists. The  Music  Department  is  also 
something  rather  new  and  different. 
This  magazine  is  certainly  all  a  school 
publication  should  be — keep  it  up. 

This     thing     whizzing     at     us     looks 
strongly      like      "The      Beacon"      from 


Congratulations  on  your  w^ell  edited 
magazine.  "The  Book  Review"  and 
"Poets'  Corner  "  are  excellent. 

This  tiny  spot  speeding  towards  us 
is  "The  Parrot"  from  Rockland.  This 
magazine  is  very  interesting  as  well  as 
humorous. 

From    Canton    comes  "The    Echo". 


Gloucester.      Congratulations  to  you  of  This   certainly   is   a   school    publication. 

"The   Beacon.  "    We   sincerely    feel   you  It's  just  overflowing  with  school   news, 

have     a     right     to     be     proud     of    your  Here     comes    "The     Climber"    from 

magazine.   Your  editorials  are  fine  and  West    Bridgewater.    Your    Literary   and 


the  contents  of  the  Literary  Department 
are  exceptional.  Although  your  ex- 
change editors  feel  we  should  strive  for 
quantity  rather  than  quality,  we  feel 
that  you  measure  up  to  both. 


Poetry  Departments  are  excellent. 
Your  "School  News"  is  very  interest- 
ing. 

Here      is     "The     Sachem"     speeding 
towards  us.  This  magazine  comes  from 
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Middleboro.  Your  review  of  popular 
books  is  novel. 

From  Jamaica  Plain  comes  "The 
Clarion."  An  excellent  magazine! 
The  story  of  "The  Christmas  Masque" 
is  exceptionally  well  written.  "What 
Not"  is  interesting  too.  Congratulations 
to  your  prize  winners  in  the  Agriculture 
Department. 

The  last  bomb  hurling  towards  us  is 


"The  Magnet"  from  Leominster.  Your 
poetry  is  well  done.  Book  Review  and 
The  Leominster  Hi-Lights  are  very 
interesting.  Your  jokes  are  quite  humor- 
ous. 

We  also  wish  to  acknowledge  several 
copies  of  the  Colby  "Echo"  and  the 
Boston  University  News.  So  with  this, 
folks,   the  battle  is  over. 


Russell^s  Pharmacy  —  The  Student'*s  Store 

609  Washington  St.,  Norwood,   Mass. 
"Service  with  a  Smile" 

DR.  JOSEPH  M.  HIRSCH 
DENTIST 

10%  Washington  Street 
Telephone  Norwood  0565-R 

4V()  Wnshington  Street,  cor.  Kailroatl  Ave.     * 
J  elephone  Norwood  0565-\V 

A.  L.  BATEMAN 

Insurance 

T 

92    Nichols    Street 
Tel.  0642,  Norwood 

Norwood  Florist 
Company 

FLOWERS 

For  All  Occasions 

DONAHUE  BROS.,  Prop. 
502  Washington  St. 

Compliments  of                          1 

GRANT'S  MARKET 

■ 

Groceries  and  Provisions 

Cor.  Railroad  Ave,  and  Washington  St. 
NORWOOD 

NORWOOD  PHOTO  STUDIO 

681    Washington   Street,    Norwood                                                  7  el.    Nor.    0242 

GRADUATION  PHOTOS 

12  Photographs  for  ^5.50              25  Photographs  for  ^8.50 
50  Photographs  for  ^13.00 

Make  your  appointment    today. 
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We  Invite  You  to  Enjoy 
GOOD  FOOD 

Attractive  Service        Moderate  Price 


Dents  Removed  from  Auto  Bodies 

and  Fenders 

"WE  SAVE  THE  PAINT" 

Walter  H.  Brown 

SHEET  METAL  WORK 
OF  ALL  KINDS 

8  Vernon  Street 
Tel.  Nor.  0720  Norwood 


THE 

PLIMPTON  PRESS 


Composition 
Presswork 


Electrotyping 
Binding 


DODGE        PLYMOUTH 

Auto  Renting  and  Taxi  Service 

Compliments   of 

Norwood  Motor  Sales 

William  C.  Donovan 

Repairs  and  Tow  Service 

Used  Cars  and  Trucks 

New                             New 

483  Washington  St.,  Norwood 

30  Pass.  White      Cadillac  Suburban 

Norwood  0061 

Motorcoach                  Weddings 

Clement  A.  Riley,  Class  of  1924 

Parties                       Funerals 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


WINSLOW  BROS.  8C  SMITH  CO. 

NORWOOD.   MASSACHUSE 1  1 S 

Distribution  for 

Standard  Oil  of 
New  Jersey  Products 

Tel.  Norwood  0440 

Olson  8C  Lepper,  Inc. 

Chevrolet  Sales  and  Service 
Ford   Cars  Repaired  and   Serviced 
519  Washingrton  St.,  Norwood;  Mass. 

Fuel  and  Range  Oil 

Gilbert  &  Barker 

Power  and  Range 

Burners 

J.  C.  LANDRY'S 
Barber  Shop 

635  WASHINGTON  STREET 

Arthur  J.  Forrest  Co. 

990  Washington  Street 
Tel.  Nor.    1445-1446 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


HOWE  JEWELRY  CO. 

J.  L.  BOLDUC,  Prop. 

WATCHES,    DIAMONDS,    JEWELRY 

Hamilton,   Illinois  and  Waltham  Watches 
Agents  for  Gruen  Watches 

Expert  Repairing  of  All   Kinds 


710  WASHINGTON  STREET 


NORWOOD,  MASS. 


Telephone  Norwood  0590 


Money 
and  Opportunity 

E.  J.  KELLY'S 

SANITARY  BARBER  SHOP 

is  modern  in  Equipment  and 

Service 

It  may  seem  like  a  hard  cruel 

"It  Pays  to  Look  Well" 

world,  but  it  is  a  fact  that  oppor- 
tunity seems  to  knock  most  at  the 

Room  3                               Folan  Block 

doors  of  men  with  ready  cash. 

You  too  can  hare  Ready  Cash 

W.  E.  MACE 

LEARN  TO  SAVE! 

Choice  Line  of 

Groceries 

Norwood  Trust  Co. 

345   Prospect  St. 

Norwood,   Mass. 

Norwood 

WHEN  DREAMS  / 
COHE  TRUE  / 


T.  F.  RILEY 

PLUMBING 

and 

HEATING 

Washington  St.  .'.  Norwood,  Mass. 


PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


THE  NORWOOD  WOMEN'S  SHOP 

631  Washington  Street,  Norwood,  Mass. 
Tel.  0236 


1926  —  1934 

THE   NORWOOD   COMPTOMETER   SCHOOL 

Branch  of  the  Felt  &  Tarrant  Co.,  Chicago 
100  Schools  throughout  United  States  and  Canada 

INDIVIDUAL  INSTRUCTION 

COMPTOMETER  -  TYPEWRITING  -  EDIPHONE 

DAY  AND  EVENING  CLASSES 
129  Cottage  St.  Nor.  0844 


MORWOOn 

I  H  The  Theatre  Beautiful  m0 


Where  the  N.  H.  S.  Pupils  Meet 
Presenting  the  Best 

DOUBLE  FEATURE 
PICTURES 

SHOWN  DIRECTLY  AFTER  THEIR 
BOSTON   SHOWINGS 


MATINEES    OCp      CHILDREN 


Daily  2  P.M. 


10c 


EVENINGS 
6.30  to  11 


ALL  SEATS 


40c 


Entire  New  Show  Every 
THURSDAY    and    SUNDAY 


THE 
FACULTY 


I'A'rROMZK  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


AMBROSE  PRESS 

INCORPORATED 

NORWOOD  .  .  .  BOSTON 

MASSACHUSETTS 

4- 
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TWO        NORWO 

CD        IN 

STITUTIONS 
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NORWOOD 

MESSENGER 

TELEPHONE 

1-2-3-4 

C.   L.  Smith  Co. 

JACK'S  TAXI 

Commercial  Photography 
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Amateur  Finisher 

t 

24  HOUR  SERVICE 

Agent  for 

Res.  Phone  0553-R       ,f,  ^  ^„^„  q. 
Bus.  Phone  0553-W     10  Vernon  St. 

Greyhound  and  New  England 
Busses 

PATRONIZE  OUR  ADVERTISERS 


BULOVA  WATCHES 


ROGERS  SILVERWARE 


NATIONAL  JEWELERS 

692  Washington  Street ,  Norwood 

SCIENTIFIC  OPTICAL  SERVICE 

Don't  neglect  your  eyes.  Our  convenient  Budget  plan  will  help 
you  get  the  glasses  you  need.  There  are  no  charges  of  any  kind 
for    this    service — call    Norwood     1583    for    an    appointment. 


DIAMOND  RINGS 


TeL  NOR.  1583 


LEATHER  GOODS 


Frank  A.  Morrill,  Inc. 

Kleps  Auto 

Electric  Service 

GENERAL  INSURANCE 

Specialists  on 

Starters,  Generators, 

—^^— 

Magnetos  and  Batteries 

Electrical — Delco — Klaxon — Remy 

Bigelow  Block,  698  Washington  Street 

Norwood,    Mass. 

Bearings 
Timken— Hyatt— New  Departure 

Frank  A.  Morrill           Carroll  P.  Nead 

12  Guild  Street,  Norwood,  Mass. 

Tel.  Nor.  0554 

Norwood 

Donated  by 

Clothing 

VIC'S 

Company 

BARBER  SHOP 

J^orwood's   Oldest    Store 

for   Men 

848  WASHINGTON  STREET 

THE     MODERN     DAIRY 

THOMAS  A.  DONOVAN 


PASTEURIZED  MILK  AND  CREAM 

In   Our   New   Cream   Top    Bottle.   Something   More   Than    Just   a    Bottle 
of  Milk.  Write  or  Call  for  Demonstration. 


Telephone  0084-W      "SAFEST  TO  USE"      350  Lenox  Street 
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